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RS. Romney coming into the 
| room at this critical juncture, 

found them in attitudes more 
tender than ſhe had ever ſeen them in 
before; for Sir William, upon letting 
go Sophia's hand, had thrown his arm 
round her, and preſſing her to his bo- 


ſom, ſhe, to conceal her bluſhes and her 
Vol ll. B tears, 
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tears, had let her fice fall upon his 
ſhoulder, in which ſituation ſhe gave 
a full vent to the effuſions of nature: 
effuſions which ſhe could not ſuppreſs, 
on comparing her preſent with her for- 
mer condition. At the entrance of Mrs. 
Romney ſhe ſtarted, recollecting the 
poſture ſhe was in, and imagining one 
of the ſervants might have ſurprized 
her; and the affectionate Sir William, 
reading her thoughts in her eyes, cried 
out, * Come, my dear aunt, and be wit- 
neſs to the exceflive tranſport which 
* this dear lovely girl has been giving 
me, by afſuring me that I have the 
* ſecond place in her heart. O! I want 
words to convey my ſenſations; they 
are exquilite—beyond all deſcription |! 
Never ſurely, no, never was there ſuch 
an angelic creature !? 


I ſincerely rejoice at your happineſs, 
Sir William, ſaid Mrs. Romney, and 
as affectionately beſtow my thanks on 
my dear Sophia, for io kindly reliev- 
ing the anxiety you have fo long la- 


boured under. May you be one day 
happy 
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happy together, and may thofe vir- 
© tues, Sir William, which I now believe 
* you poſſeſſed of, and the dilcovery 
* of which is entirely owing to your 
«* eſteem for this dear amiable girl, in- 
© creaſe every hour to complete your 
* 


felicity.” 


My dear madam, replied he, I 
thank you extremely for the juſt diſ- 
tinctions you have made. I do, in- 
deed, owe every thing to my dear 
Sophia (looking at her with eyes full 
of love and tendernels).? 


* ** 4 * 


Though Sophia had been ſo appre- 
henſive that Dormer ſhould imagine, 
from Sir William's exclamation before- 
mentioned, he was highly in her favour, 
the had been unneceſſarily fo, for Dor- 
mer luckily did not hear it. But as 
ſhe had always behaved with the utmoſt 
propriety, and appeared with the great- 
eſt unconcern about him, he admired 
her the more for the dignity of her 
carriage (being juſtly of opinion, that a 
young woman by nothing more diſco- 
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vers her want of ſenſe and modeſty, than 
by ſhewing a particular regard for a 
man, till ſhe is aſſured that he really 
loves her, and that his deſigns are ho- 
nourable) and told his ſiſter, after he 
had very much launched out in her 
praiſe, that if ſhe thought Miſs Fan- 
brook was diſengaged, he did not know 
a woman in the world ſo agreeable to 
him, 


Miſs Dormer had heard Sir William's 
apoſtrophe, but giving it a favourable 
turn when ſhe mentioned it to her bro- 
ther, told him that ſhe fancied Sir Wil— 
liam liked Miſs Fanbrook, and was jea- 
lous of him. 


This conjecture of his ſiſter's encour- 
aged Dormer to make his propoſals, in- 
ſtead of checking his advances : but 
thinking that it would be proper to 
conſult Mrs. Romney, who had, he 
found, the molt inviolable friendſhip for 
Miſs Fanbrook, before he proceeded ; 
he waited on that lady one morning, 

and 
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and begged the favour of ſpeaking to 


her. 


As Sophia was practiſing a leſſon 
upon the organ, while Sir William 
lolled upon her back of the chair, giv- 
ing her a few inſtructions, Mrs. Rom- 
ney quitted them, on hearing Mr. Dor- 
mer's name announced, to receive him 
in private, in the next parlour. 


After a few apologies, Mr. Dormer 


declared his admiration of her fair friend, 


and earneſtly intreated to know if her 
cart was engaged, 


Mrs. Romney, after a moment's he- 
ſitation, {aid with a {mile, The ſitua- 
tion of young ladies hearts, Mr. Dor- 
mer, is often ſo critical, that I cannot 
take upon me to anſwer for Miſs 
Fanbrook's, though we are upon the 
moſt friendly terms imaginable; but 


I will ſend the lady herſelf to you. 


He bowed, and ſaid, he ſhould think 


himſelf much honoured by a viſit from 
her, 
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Mrs. Romney then deſired Sophia to 


go to Mr. Dormer: he wants to ſpeak 


4 


« 


with you, my dear,” ſaid ſhe, 

Me, madam ! cried Sophia amazed; 
does Mr. Dormer want me? what can 
he pe ſſibly want with me?! 


Will not you go with her, madam ?” 


{aid Sir William. 


* 


0 


No, indeed, replied Mrs. Romney; 


my goir 8 would, I think, be very im- 
pertinent. 


Not at all, madam, cried Sir Wil— 


lam eagerly, not at all, in your own 
houle,” 


« Give me leave, Sir William, ſaid the 
lady, to know what is proper to be 
done. Mr. Dormer has private, parti- 
cular buſineſs with Sophia.“ 


Private buſineſs! cried Sir William, 
particular buſineſs! you make me 
mad; of what nature, for G-d's ſake, 
is this private bulinelis ?? 


« Nay 
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© Nay now, my dear Sir William, 
ſaid Mrs. Romney laughing, how cat 
you be ſo intolerably curious? *Tis 
really not polite to be ſo. 1 wonder 
Miſs Fanbrook takes no notice of your 
cunolity.” 


* * * * 


* 


Do, madam, ſaid Sophia, looking at 
Sir Wilham, do go with me.” 


Pray excuſe me, my dear,” replied 
Mrs. Romney.” 


Sophia then went into the next room. 
and in the mean time Sir William walk 
ed up and down with the greateſt emo- 
tion, for which he was reprimanded by 
his aunt. 


* What occaſions ſuch a violent agita- 
tion? cricd ſhe; what are you afraid 
of? have you not Sophia's promite, 
* that ſhe will never love any other but 
* Beecher and you? Indeed, Sir Wil- 
liam, you are unreaſonable; have yon 
lo little confidence in her? 


* 


By «Cl 
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* Oh, ſhe is all goodneſs, cried he; 
© but yet you don't know what it is to 
be in love.” 


She only anſwered him with a laugh, 
and went to Mr. Dormer, as ſhe con- 
cluded that by this time her company 
might be acceptable to Sophia, who, as 
ſoon as ſhe ſaw her, made the gentleman 


a low curtſy, and left him with her 
friend. 


When Sophia returned to Sir Wil— 
ham, he flew to her in a tranſport, and 
taking both her hands, My dear Miſs 
« Fanbrook, ſaid he, can you ſuffer me 
to languiſh any longer in ſuſpence ?? 


About what ?” ſaid ſhe, ſmiling with 
the greateſt good-humour. 


About Mr. Dormer's viſit to you; 
« I am on the rack of impatience to 
* know what he has been faying to 
« you.” 


What 


: 
< 
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What do you think? ſaid ſhe laugh- 
ing, can't you gueſs ? Come, do guels, 


* and I will tell you if you are right.” 


* NN 9 * * * * 


5 


Cruel trifler, replied he, looking 
gravely at her, is this like my So- 
phia ?“ 


Well, come then, ſaid ſhe, ſmile on 
me again, and I will tell you all” 


Do not I always ſmile on thee, my 
angel? anſwered he; do not I always 
look at thee with rapture and delight?“ 


* To put an end to your perplexity 
then, interrupted ſhe, Mr. Dormer, 
after a ſhort apology, and a few fine 
ſpeeches, made a mighty ſe-ri-ous 
propoſal; and I made as ſe--ri--ous a 
curtſy, told him I was engaged, and 
ſo I left him with my good Mrs. 


Romney.” 


Sweet girl! ſaid Sir William, with 
brightening features .at this refuſal, 
and her lively manner of wording it.“ 

B 5 From 
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From that day Mr. Dormer, who 
found he had no hopes of ſucceſs, made 
leſs and leſs frequent viſits to Mrs. 
Romney, not thinking it prudent to 
truſt himſelf to the continual admira- 
tion of a woman, who had ſufficiently 
diſcouraged his addreſſes to her. Sir 
William, on the other hand, more and 
more animated by her perpetual good- 
humour, and her affable behaviour to 
him, redoubled his aſſiduities to pleaſe 
and divert her, for Beecher was ſtill too 
often uppermoſt in her thoughs for her 
repole. 


Sir William ordered his carriage to 
e ready one morning after breakfaſt, 
If you will truſt yourſelf with me, 
my dear Miſs Fanbrook, ſaid he, I 
will carry you to make a viſit to your 
uncle; but then you muſt aſſure me, 
upon your honour, that you will let 
me bring you back again.” 


* * * * dt = or 


She thanked him, but ſaid, ſhe had 
no inclination to leave Windſor at 


preſent. 
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May I then, ſaid he, depend upon 


* finding you when I return ?? 


When will you be cured of your 
* ſuſpicions, Sir William? ſaid ſhe Jaugh- 
© ing; truſt me this once, and make 
hafte home.” 


This obliging command, as it was 
more than he had ever received before, 
filled him with a gaiety and chearfulneſs 
he had long been a ſtranger to; but 
made him at the ſame time loth to leave 
her, even for a moment. Reflecting, 
however, that he was only going to pro- 
cure ſome new amuſement for her, in 
conſequence of an advertiſement in the 
paper of the day, he fer off in high 
ſpirits, and had the not-to-be-deſcribed 
ſatisfaction, to ſee her accompany Mrs. 
Romney quite to the ſide of the chariot 
to wiſh him a good morning, while he, 
{ſcarcely able to loſe ſight of her, kept 
his head out of the window, till the: 
turning of it obſtructed ſo pleaſing & 
view. 
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; Hardly had Sophia got into her cham- 
bir, when the poſt-man brought a 
packet to Mrs. Romney, upon the « open- 
ing of which ſhe found that it came 
from Mr. Besfield, who acquainted her 
that he had received news from a cor- 
reſpondent abroad, of the death of Mr. 
Beecher. The following are the prin- 
cipal contents: If Sophia is not yet 
* cured of her inclination for that gen- 
tleman by Sir William's amiable be- 
haviour, I beg you would communi- 
cate this intelligence to her in the 
gentleſt manner you can; though J 
cannot help thinking, but that Sophia 
ſhould have weaned herſelf from all 
tenderneſs for him, after ſhe heard 
that he was married. I have incloſed 
my friend's letter, that you may be 
ſatisfied of the truth of what I have 
© afſerted.* The letter concluded with 


0-062. SS. 


abundance of apologies for the trouble 


his family had given her, -and as many 
acknowledgments for her numberleſs ta- 
vours conferred upon his niece. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Romney was very much ſur— 


prized at this news, but thought it lucky 


that Sophia was not preſent when ſhe 
received it, as ſhe knew ſhe had not yet 
conquered her affection for Beecher 
ſo much as not to be violently afflicted 
at his death. She ſat, for ſome time, 
revolving in. her mind what method to 
take; and then peruſing the merchant's 
letter, diſcovered . the ſubſequent para- 


graph. 


In my laſt I ſent you an account of 
the ſudden marriage of a moſt agree- 
able young gentleman of your place, 
Mr. Edward Beecher. I have now 
the concern to inform you of his 
« dearh, which happened about ten days 
ago, after he had been married but a 
* fortnight. Every body here, who had 
the pleaſure of knowing him, is much 
* grieved for his loſs, as he was re- 
< markably pleaſing, both in his perſon 
and diſpolition, and was univerſally 


beloved. His widow is quite incon- 
« ſolable.” 


After 
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After having read this letter twice, 
Mrs. Romney went into Sophia's apart- 
ment, but deferred breaking this me- 
lancholy news to her, till ſhe had ad- 
viſed with Sir William, who had now 
made ſo great a progreſs in her eſteem, 
that ſhe hoped he might be of ſome ſer- 
vice in this affair. She talked, there- 
fore, of indifferent ſubjects at firſt, with 
her young friend, and then took occa- 
ſion to obſerve, that ſhe never ſaw a 
man ſo entirely devoted to a woman as 
Sir William was to her ; that ſhe owed 
his reformation totally to her; and that 
ſhe really believed, if he was deprived 


of all hopes of her, he would lole his 
ſenſes. 


© I hope not, my dear madam, ſaid So- 
« phia, with a ſigh : no-body ever loved 
with more true affection than 1 have 
loved, and yet | have preſerved my 
« ſenſes, in the midſt of all my diſap- 
« pointments.' | 


Thank heaven that you have, my 
dear, laid Mrs. Romney; but could 
| 7 © you 
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« you ſupport the news of Beecher's 


© death with tolerable fortitude ?? 


L- d, madam, ſaid Sophia, you chill 
me with horror; I ſhudder at the 
thoughts of it: how can ſuch melan- 
choly notions come into your head? 


R „ 


A 


* Nay, for that matter, replied Mrs. 
Romney, if he had never married, 1 
ſhould not have wondered at your af- 
flicting yourſelf for his loſs, were ſuch 
an event to happen; but ſurely after 
* his marriage, he deſerves to be no 
longer remembered by you. It is 
hardly conſiſtent, I think, my dear 
Sophia, with the great delicacy of 
your ſentiments in general, to think 
ſo deeply about him.” 


* * AN 


Mrs. Romney was proceeding in this 
manner, when a ſervant came and told 
her that a perſon wanted to. ſpeak with 
her below; upon which ſhe left Sophia, 
a little ſurprized at the abrupt begin- 
ning of a converſation which had filled 
her head with a thouſand gloomy ideas, 

on 
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on which ſhe could not help dwellmg 
till Sir William's return, with the pret- 
tieſt bird in his hand ſhe had ever ſeen. 
His appearance, and the beautiful little 
creature together, turned her thoughts 
into a more agreeable channel. 


Sir William had obſerved that Sophia 
was mightily pleaſed with a couple of 
lapwings which were in Mrs. Romney's 
garden to pick up the worms; and he 
thought that the paroquet he brought 
with him, one of the moſt perfect of the 
kind, would ſerve to amuſe her, as it 
was very tame, and would, as he was in- 
formed, talk very well. 


Sophia met him in the parlour, and 
received his preſent with a ſmile of ſa- 
tisfaction, and, fitting down, began to 
admire exceſſively the little creature, 
who ſeemed ſo much pleaſed with her 
gentle treatment, that it was not willing 
to leave her. This unwillingneſs to 
leave her made her redouble her ca- 
reſſes, of which ſhe was ſo liberal, that 
Sir William wiſhed' himſelf a thouſand 
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times in the place of the paroquet, and 
would have almoſt ſubmitted to a meta- 
morphoſis upon ſuch conditions. 


After having again expreſſed her 
thanks, Sophia went up flairs, to fix 
upon a place for the hanging of the 
cage; and then Mrs. Romney ſhewed 
Mr. Besfield's letter to Sir William, 


who, at firſt, began to conceive hopes 


of her conſenting to be united to him 


now, as there was no obſtacle to ſur- 
mount: but when he conſidered how 


much ſhe had loved Beecher, he ſhook 


- with apprehenſion at the condition into 


which the news of his death would 
plunge her. He conjured Mrs. Rom- 


* ney, in the moſt ſupplicating terms, to 


prepare her for this ſhocking event; 
and to adminiſter confolation to her 
with the moſt delicate addreſs in her 


power. Support my beloved Sophia, 
my deareſt aunt, ſaid he, during her 


© diſtreſsful moments. I tremble for the 


* © ſweet girl; if I loſe her, I am undone: 
* © there will then be an end to all my 
: © happineſs in this world,” 


Will 
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Will you be preſent, ſaid Mrs, 
Romney, when I break it to her?” 


A 


By no means, replied he; ſhe will, I 
think, be better pleaſed to be alone 
with you; only tell her, that I am 
deſpairing on her account; that J 
ſympathize with her in her affliction; 
that | adore her, and that the future 
buſineſs of my life ſhall be to afford 
her all the relief I can.“ 


+. >.> a. A. 


Mrs. Romney thought her nephew 
judged rightly, in leaving her to diſcloſe 
this diſagrecable news by herſelf, though 
ſhe was very unhappy in being the per- 
ſon pitched upon to do it. She deferred 
it till after dinner, and then Sir William, 
making a pretence to look at his horſes, 
ſhe, by degrees, endeavoured to prepare 
her to ſuſtain the blow with which ſhe 
was going to ſtnke her. 


Sophia, ſhocked as ſhe was, ſuſtained 
the blow with more fortitude than her 
friend expected; all ſhe faid was, T hen 
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+ he is gone for ever, and never knew 
how much I loved him 


gnation, however, 


This apparent ref! 


was attended with ſerious conſequences. 


Her grief, for want of a vent, preyed 
inwardly upon her ſpirits, and ſhe was, 
before morning, extremely indiſpoſed. 
She had deſired Mrs. Romney not to 
inſiſt upon her going down to ſupper, 
telling her that ſhe could not touch a 


morſel; and intreated her to acquaint 


Sir William, that ſhe was perfectly ſen- 
ſible of his great regard for her, as well 
as of his friendſhip; and that ſhe hoped 
ſhe ſhould not be ungrateful. She ſaid 
but little after this, and Mrs. Romney 
would not be prevented from paſſing 
the night with ker, imagining that ut 
ſhe had an inclination to eaſe her heart, 
by communicating its ſorrows, the en- 
couragement of that inclination might 
relieve her. But Sophia only expreſſed 
her thanks for all Mrs. Romney's good- 
neſs to her, and anſwered all advances 
ſhe made to comfort her with a deep 
heh, 

Sir 
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- Sir William, who was in agonies 
about his dear Sophia, cloled not his 
eyes all night. Mrs. Romney could, 
indeed, ſcarce prevail on him to go to 
bed. He wanted to ſtay at her cham- 
ber-door; but as ſhe convinced him 
that his ſituation there would be to lit- 
tle purpoſe, and that Sophia might be 
diſpleaſed if ſhe heard of it, he re- 
tired; but roſe long before day, and 
watched the coming out of the ſervant, 
who uſually attended his aunt and So— 
phia, with the moſt anxious impatience, 
to enquire after her. The maid gave a 
very indifferent account of her. As 
ſoon as Mrs. Romney quitted her apart- 
ment, he begged her to tell him how 
his dear Sophia bore the ſhock, and how 
ſhe ſpent the night. 


She bore the firſt ſhock, ſaid Mrs. 
© Romney, much better than I expect- 
ed, but I am greatly afraid of the 
© conſequences.” 


For heaven's fake, madam, replied 
6 « Sir Wen haſtily, with a diſtracted 


air, 


” @” 


* munication of Beecher's death. 


"© 
EH 
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air, ſend for ſome advice directly; 
ſend away to Dr. Wiſe, who attend- 
ed me—no—TI will go myſelf this 


moment” 


Stay, Sir William, ſaid his diſcreet 
aunt, conſider before you act; though 
I have the care of Miſs Fanbrook, ſhe 
has an uncle and relations, by whom 
ſhe is dearly beloved: it will be quite 
proper to conſult them.” 


ww a5. 


But that will be loſing time, cried 
© he, and her danger may be increaſed 


by delay. O my G-d! if I loſe her, 


© all is over with me.“ 


Mrs. Romney in vain preached pati- 
ence to him, while ſhe wrote a card to 
Mr. Besfield. Before ſhe had finiſhed 


it, ſhe received another letter from that 


gentleman, with one to Sophia, which 


he begged her to deliver, after the com- 
This 
letter, ſhe imagined, contained all the 
conſolatory things which her kind uncle 
was capable of ſaying. She immedi- 

ately 
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ately, carried it up to her, and told her 


at the ſame time, that ſhe was writing to 
him. 


Sophia ſcarce took any notice of what 
her friend ſaid; ſhe only deſired her to 
thank her uncle for his letter. In vain 
did ſhe preſs her with the moſt affec- 
tionate 1mportunities to take nouriſh- 
ment. She was able to ſwallow nothing 
but liquids, and continued in a ſtate 


of ſtupefaction all that day and the 
next. 


While Sir William was in an abſolute 
frenzy below ſtairs, on the morning at- 
ter arrived Mrs. Besfield and the apo- 
thecary who had attended Sophia in the 
ſmall-pox, and who, after he had told 
them what they knew before, that her 
diſorder was upon her ſpirits, ordered 
her a load of boluſſes, drops, &c. &c. &c. 


and then returned to town with her 
aunt. 


Mrs. Besfield, during her ſtay, told 
Mrs. Romney that Julier was almoſt as 
melancholy 
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melancholy as Sophia, and that ſhe did 
not know what to do with them. How- 
ever, as ſhe had been a witneſs of Sir 
William's extravagant love for Sophia, 
ſhe thought that whenever ſhe had a 
mind to inform Juliet of it, the infor- 
mation might contribute to her cure. 


As the medical gentleman who ac- 
companied Mrs. Besfield, had ordered 
Sophia to keep her bed, ſhe, willing to 
conceal her grief as much as poſſible, 
that ſhe might not give her friend any 
diſquiet, readily complied. This, with 
her inability to take proper ſuſtenance, 
rendered her ſo exceſſively weak, that 
Mrs. Romney could not flatter Sir 
William any longer with hopes of her 


recovery. Not that ſhe thought ſhe was 


in immediate danger; but ſhe was ap- 


prehenſive of her going into a decline, 


which might prove fatal. 


Sir William was now almoſt in the 
lame condition with Sophia, and begged 


his aunt no longer to oppoſe his going 


to Dr. Wiſe; and ſhe, not finding the 


apothe- 
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apothecary's medicines efficacious, con- 
ſented. 


Away he poſted with the utmoſt ex- 
pedition, and brought the doctor back 
with him, whom he had all the way in- 
treated to uſe his deepeſt ſkill towards 
the recovery of the young lady to whom 
he was going; aſſuring him that his 
own life depended upon it; and that 
he would amply reward him, if his ſa- 
gacity was ſucceſsful. The doctor re- 
plied, that he wanted no inducements 
to exert his beſt endeavours to aſſiſt 
any of his friends, and that he might 
rely upon his moſt aſſiduous attendance. 


As Mrs. Romney had prepared So- 
phia to receive the doctor, ſhe was not 
ſurprized at the ſight of him. He felt 
her pulſe, and told her that ſhe muſt 
not keep her bed; that it weakened her 
very much, and would be of no ſervice 
to her indiſpoſition. I will order you, 
added he, ſomething to take in the 
_ © afternoon, and will call to ſee you to- 
+ morrow ; but I beg you will receive all 

s che 
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the nouriſhment you can bear, for that 


© will do you more good thin my me- 


dicines.“ 


When Dr. Wiſe left his patient, the 
reſtleſs Sir William waited at the door, 
and intreated him to tell him ſincerely 
if there were any hopes. The lady, 
« replied he, has youth, and a good 


habit of body; bur as the diſorder ſhe 


© labours under, is g upon her 
* ſpirits, too much phy ſic will only re- 
tard the operations of nature, which 


require only a gentle aſſiſtance. She 


muſt by no means keep her bed, or 
© even confine herſelf to her chamber; 
* ſhe ſhould be brought down, and 
amuſed with all the variety which can 


be procured.” 


To this ſpeech of the doctor Mrs. 
Romney replied, I am afraid, Sir, ſhe 
* will not be able to fit up, nor have 
* ſtrength to go down ſtairs.” 


* She mult begin, returned the doc- 


* tor, by fitting up two or three hours 
Vol. II. C 6 at 
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at a time, and continue ſo longer 
and longer, as you find her ſtrength 
increaſing. She mult be carried down 
ſtairs in a day or two at fartheſt; for as 
the weather now begins to be fine, 
the air will be of great advantage to 
her; when ſhe grows ſtronger, I ſhall 
order her to ride out. A change of 
objects, and variety of amuſements, 
are in theſe caſes capital remedies; 
and I have known them do wonders, 
where phyſic failed.“ 


kk K 4A & ak , ²—VöAũ a____ 


Poor Sophia, who ſuffered Mrs. Rom- 
ney to do what ſhe would with her, was 
taken up, and ſupported by pillows for 
a day or two, till the weakneſs con- 
tracted by her lying in bed abated a lit- 
tle; and then Sir William, who had 
propoſed to carry her down ſtairs in his 
arms, bur who had not yet ſeen her, 
begged to be admitted. She agreed to 
every thing which Mrs. Romney pro- 
poled, who dedicated her whole atten- 
tion to her. The only ſenfibility ſhe 
expreſſed about any thing for many 
days, was by now and then faying, 

Why, 


N 
| 


pro- 
atten- 
y ſhe 
many 
aying, 
Why. 
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Why, my dear friend, was I born to 
give you ſo much trouble? 


When Sir William came into the 
room, ſhe was reclined on one fide, in 
an eaſy chair, with her fine eyes half 
cloſed, and her mouth a little open, as 
ſhe had frequently complained, when 
they moved her, of a difficulty in breath- 
ing: her face was as pale as the night- 
cloaths which were wrapped about her, 
and her arms hung almoſt lifeleſs. She 
Juſt looked up, when ſhe heard Sir Wil- 
ham, though he ſcarce ſeemed to move, 
ſo ſoftly did he ſtep, and made an ef- 
fort to riſe, which he prevented, and 
taking up one of her hands, preſſed ir 
to his lips. He could not ſpeak ; ſhock- 
ed at her pallid appearance, his knees 
knocked together, and his words were 
Chained up. She ſaw, ſhe pitied his 
diſtreſs, and had juſt ſtrength enough to 
graſp his hand, to convince him, by that 
preſſure, of her friendſhip, which, at 
another time, would have given him 
uncommon ſatisfaction; but he was 
then ſo truly terrified at the condition 
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in which he ſaw her, that it occaſioned 
a very flight emotion in him. 


Mrs. Romney plainly perceiving that 
her nephew's terrors would, by affecting 
Sophia too much, be very prejudicial, 
faid to him, Come, Sir William, you 
have now ſeen our dear Sophia; when 
«* ſhe is better, you ſhall ſtay longer 
with her; you muſt now go down 
with me.“ He was loth to comply; 
he looked aghaſt, and ſhe was forced to 
pull him along. He tollowed with re- 
Juctance, turning frequently to his dear 
Sophia, and lifting up his eyes to hea- 
ven with the moſt animated anguilh. 


When Mrs. Romney, with much dit- 
Aculty, had got Sir William down ſtairs, 
My G-d, cried he, burſting into tears, 
and throwing himſelf into the firlt 
chair he came to, ſhe is gone for 
ever - ever - gone! 


Here ſobs and ſighs ſtopped hi: 
ſpeech, and Mrs. Romney, who was 


quite fretted to ſee him thus, ſaid. 
« My 


ned 
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My dear Sir William, for G-d's ſake, 
* do not give way in this gloomy man- 
«ner to deſpair; you are the moſt im- 
proper perſon in the world to be about 
© ſick and low-ſpirited people; Sophia 
wants to be diverted, and not to be 
„ cried over.“ 


O madam, madam, replied he, ſhe 


„ will no more be diverted in this 
„world; I muſt loſe her; and to in— 


« creaſe my miſery, loſe her at the very 
* time when there 1s no longer any op- 
poſition to my happineſs.” 


Here a freſh torrent of tears made an 
addition to Mrs. Romney's impatience, 
* You are enough, ſaid ſhe, to make 
* any-body mad. Do you not think 
that I have an infinite regard for So— 
phia as well as you ? and can you ſup- 
poſe that I ſhould: be tolerably eaſy if 
* I thought ſhe was in danger?“ 


* 


* My dear aunt, cried he, riſing up 


A 


in a hurry, and don't you think her in 


E 


: 529 
danger ! 
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No, to be ſure, replied ſhe ; fo fa, 
from it, ſhe is better than ſhe was 
yeſterday ; and I wanted you to help 
me to amuſe her a little; but inſtead 
of aſſiſting me, you looked as if you 
was frightened out of your ſenles.” 


© I was indeed frightened extremely, 


laid he, and am not yet come to my- 
ſelf: Who could be otherwiſe who 
loves, who Goats as I do, to ſee the 
charming face of his beloved miſtreſs 
as pale as death; to ſee her eyes al- 
moſt cloſed ; to ſee her with her dear 
mouth, which I could grow to for 
ages, half open, ſtruggling for breath ? 
This ſhock was too much for me to 
ſupport.” 


« Bleſs me, cried Mrs. Romney, you 
are now as ridiculous with your rap- 
tures, as you were before with your 
fears. 


* But do you really think, my dear 
avint, that ſhe will ever get over it? 
It r ou do, I am bleſt beyond expreſſion.” 

« ] will 
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« ] will ſay no more to you, replied 
Mrs. Romney, for Sophia will wonder 
* where I am.“ 


When ſhe went up again, Sophia, 
who imagined that the little notice ſhe 
had taken of Sir William, had induced 
him to leave che room to abruptly, made 
ſome kind of apology for her inatten— 
tion, to Mrs. Romney, who at night re- 
peated 1t to her nephew. 


* And can ſhe poſſibly, ſweet girl, 
« ſaid he, amidſt all her ſufferings, think 
of me? O ſhe is too good.” 


The next day he made her another 
viſit, and behaved with more fortitude. 
She was able to ſpeak a few words to 
him; for by ſitting up, and increaſing 
her ſuſtenance, ſhe had increaſed her 


ſtrength, though it but very ſlowly re- 
turned, 


The following day was fixed upon 
for carrying her down ſtairs. Sir Wil- 
lam, notwithſtanding his fears, under- 
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took that pleaſing office, and ſucceeded 
ſo well as to bring her ſafe into the par- 
Jour, and placed her on the ſopha; but 
while he was gazing at her with tranl- 
port (ior the languiſhing attitude ſhe 
was in, added to a beautiful colour 
which the uncommon motion, and per- 
haps the neceſſity ſhe had been under 
ct throwing one of her ſnowy arms 
round his neck to ſupport herlelf, had 
e1ven her, made her look very enchant- 
ing) ſhe, on a ſudden, changed from red 
to pale, and fainted. 


Sir William, alarmed at every motion, 
once more thought ſhe was dying, and 
Mrieked fo loud, that the ſound of his 
voice, together with the fumes ariling 
from an Eau-de-luce bottle, which he 
held to her on his knees, ſoon brought 


her to herſelf. She grew a little better; 


and as her lover was always at her fide 
when ſhe was below, always trying to 
pleaſe and to amuſe her, ſhe could not 
help, now and then, expreſſing her ac- 
knowledgments, 


What 
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What would have made any other 
woman's heart glow with the warmeſt 
affection, was not quite loſt upon So- 
phia'sz yet was ſhe not acquainted with 
half the pains her lover took to make 
fimſelf beloved by her. He loaded 
Dr. Wiſe with preſents of all kinds; 
overwhelmed his good aunt with thanks 
tor her care of Sophia, which were ac- 
companied with the moſt generous of- 
fers. His ſervants (for he had ordered 


thoſe at his country houſe to remove to 


Windſor, though only John was in the 


houſe) were always riding here and there 


to procure all ſorts of rarities, both for 
food and amulement ; ſo that there was 
nothing to be purchaſed, but what So- 
phia might have commanded, if the 
poſſeſſion of it would have made her 


happy. 


Sophia was not inſenſible of Sir Wil- 
liam's repeated aſſiduities to forward the 
recovery of her health, apd to relieve 
the anxieties of her mind; but could 
not yet bring herſelf to return his love. 
Sometimes ſhe told Mrs. Romney that 
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ſhe was not worth all the care ſhe had 
beſtowed upon her. If Beecher had but 


4 
4 
4 
* 
* 


lived, ſaid ſhe, till J had found an op- 
portunity of repairing the injury 1 


had done him, I think, my dear friend, 
that I could have borne his loſs with 
more reſignation.” 


* You do but deceive yourſelf, my 
dear, ſaid Mrs. Romney, in fancying 
ſo; you would then have found his 
loſs more inſupportable than it ought 
to be now, as he, diveſted of his pal- 
ſion for you, married another wo- 
man. But, indeed, my amiable So- 
phia, let it be how it will, you are 


very cenſurable to afflict yourſelf in 
this manner; it is your duty, and 


ſhould be your inclination, to ſubmit 
to the decrees of Providence, which 
orders every thing for the beſt, and 
points out to you | the way to conſola- 
tion, if you are diſpoſed to follow it.“ 


Sophia anſwered her with a ſigh, and 
with a4 wiſh that it might be in her 
power to return her infinite kindneſs, 
of 


2 
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of which ſhe was every day giving new 
proofs. 


The doctor, when he thought his 
patient was able to bear a carriage, pro- 
poſed an airing to her, and Mrs. Rom- 
ney and they went in the chariot, by the 
fide of which Sir William walked his 
horſe, that Sophia might have room to 
ſit eaſy. 


The country began to appear in all 
its vernal beauty, and he pointed out 


to her every plealing proſpect, every 


pictureſque view, which he thought wor- 
thy of her attention, 


As doctor Wiſe had told them that 
variety ſhould be as much ſtudied in 
her exerciſe as in every thing elſe relat- 
ing to her, the carriage was ordered to 
ſtop now and then at an agreeable ſpot, 
where Sir William, diſmounting, took 
her out, and ſupported her with his arm 
for a few yards, till ſhe grew faintiſh,. 
and then he lifted her in again. . 
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Having all kinds of conveniences with 
them, though they went but a little way, 
ſhe was continually preſſed by her ever- 
diligent lover to take ſome refreſhment. 
Jellies, and cakes of all ſizes, colours, 
and compoſitions, were at hand for that 
purpoſe, to allure her eye, and to ſtimu— 
I:te her appetite. But it was a long time 
before a tolerable appetite could be ex- 
cited, with all the preparations made to 
provoke it. 


Mrs. Besficld came again to ſee her; 
and her uncle called twice or thrice for 
that purpoſe, ſoon after his conſolatory 
letter, on horſeback. When he found her 
mend a little, he began to 1ntreat her 
to make uſe of her reaſon, and to en- 
deavour to ſhake off her diſcontent, and 
conquer her repugnance to a man, who 
had, with a generoſity rarely to be met 
with, ſacrificed his health, his happineſs, 
and his fortune, to her alone. © Your 
« worthy friend Mrs. Romney, ſaid he, 
« tells me (and indeed my own eyes 
have verified her words fince I came 
« here) that his life 1s entirely and 

« cloſely 
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cloſely connected with yours; that he 
can neither eat, drink, nor ſleep; and 
did I not know that to be the cale, 
his altered looks, occaſioned by your 
illneſs, plainly proves how much he 
ſuffers for your ſake: let friendſhip, 
then, let gratitude, and every tender 
conſideration, oblige you to declare in 
his favour, who hes ſo indiſputable a 
right to the poſſeſſion of your heart— 
Here he comes—let me, therefore, have 
the unſpeakable pleaſure of telling 
him, that you are ready to reward his. 
love.” 


As her uncle had never ſpoken ſo 
warmly before to her on this ſubject, 
and as her ſpirits were yet too low to 
bear a converſation on it; Sophia made 
no reply but with her tears, which 
flowed plentifully down her face. 


This moving ſight rouzed all Sir Wil- 
liam's compaſſion, and though he was 
before ready to embrace Mr. Besfield for 
ſpeaking ſo largely in his behalf, the 
diſtreſs of his Sophia melted him, _ 
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he cried, Ah! don't force her-—don't 
& conſtrain her, my good Mr. Besfield, 
to ſay or do any thing againft her will.” 


& No, Sir William, ſaid the almoſt 
* conquered Sophaa, quite ſoftened with: 
« gratitude, I am not conſtrained to tell 
you that, if I live, I will be—yours— 
do but give me time to get well firſt,” 


* Thou ſweeteſt, lovelieſt angel, cried 
he, preſiing her in his arms, and Kkit- 
« ſing away the pearly drops before they 
rolled from her eyes, though a gene- 
© ral tremor ſeized him at the ſame time, 
© how ſhall I expreſs my ſenſe of the 
great, the exquiſite delight, this pro- 
«. miſe has given me? for ſo I look upon 
it - may I not, my love?“ 


Tes, yes, ſaid her friend Mrs. Rom- 
ney, and it is high time for you to 
have it, I think.“ 


1 


Well then, my dear uncle, ſaid the 
© tender-hearted Sophia, breaking from 
her lover's arms to take him round 

| *- ths 
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the neck, have I not now atoned for 
my paſt f6llies ? will you not forgive 
* me, and receive me as your niece 
again ?? | 


* 


* 


* 


Lou cannot, O, you cannot re ſiſt 
her, cried the tranſported Sir William, 
© looking at her with the moſt enrap- 
tured fondneſs; the leaſt requett of. 11 
© her's becomes too conſiderable to be 
« refuſed, by the enchanting manner in 1 
© which it is urged.” ky 


* 


* You will ſpoil her, I fee, Sir Wil- 
liam, ſaid Mr. Besfield ſmiling, and 
tapping her on the cheek; go, thou. 
art a good girl, continued he, make 
haſte to get well, and be an obedient. 
wife.“ 


6 1 


No, my adored Sophia, replied Sir 
William, the obedience ſhall be on 
my ſide; all your actions ſhall be as 
much directed by inclination as they 
are at this inſtant. 
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Sophia, though ſhe behaved ſo pro- 
perly before her uncle, reflected wheir 
ſhe was alone upon what ſhe had ſaid, 
and re-conſidered the more than half- 
made promile; and her reflections were 
not thoroughly agreeable to her. She 
did not wiſh to recall her promiſe, but 
ſhe wiſhed to have felt more affectionate 
ſentiments for Sir William, before ſhe 
had agreed to become his wife. Recol- 
letting, however, that as ſhe was far 
from being well, the performance of it 
would rot be ſpeedily executed, ſhe 
comforted herſelf. with having time for 
the exertion of her endeavours to like 
him better and better; endeavours which 
the was willing to exert. 


Theſe reflections, though they flat- 
tered her delicacy, very much inter- 
rupted her repole, during thoſe hours 
which-ought to be chiefly devoted to it, 
conſequently very much retarded her re- 
covery: and by thus interrupting her 
own repoſe, ſhe deſtroyed that of her- 
friend; for Mrs. Romney, who had 
never ſlept from her ſince the beginning 

ot 
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of her indiſpoſition, truſted her to no 
perſon but herſelf. 


As Sir William's bookſeller ſent him 
all the new publications, a thought came 
into his aunt's head, to make ſome of 
them particularly uſeful at this juncture. 
At the return of Sophia one day from a 
walk, fatigued and leaning upon Sir 
William's arm, having ſauntered to a 
greater diſtance than ſhe intended at 
firſt ſetting out, ſhe inſiſted on her lying 
down upon the ſopha, fitting herſelf by 
her ſide. * Come, Sir William, ſaid 
* ſhe, read to us one of thoſe idle tales 
which you litter the houſe with, and 
which are only fit to make one ſleepy; 
I have found ſuch books very effica- 
cious when J wanted reſt.” 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Sophia was obliged to comply, tho? 
ſhe made a few faint efforts to reſiſt; 
and Sir William performed his taſk ſo 
happily, that ſhe ſoon fell into a ſlum- 
ber. At the moment ſhe dropped into 
It, he laid aſide his book, and folding 
his arms acroſs his breaſt, —— 

er 
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her beauties in that ſituation, and fixed 
his eyes upon them in ſo paſſionate a 
manner, that when ſhe waked, ſhe ap- 
peared in the {ſweeteſt contuſion imagin— 
able, and riſing haſtily, I will try, 
* ſaid ſhe, another time, to ſleep in the 
night. 


Sir William ſmiled with tenderneſs 
at the delicacy of her ſenſations; but 
ſitting down by her, and taking her 
hand, which he fondly kiſſed, « Why, 
« why, cried he, ſweeteſt Sophia, do you 
with to deny me the innocent, but 
moſt delightful, pleaſure of looking 
at you? The ſurvey of your beauties 
can be in no ſhape injurious to you, 
and it affords me the higheſt ſatisfac- 
tion; why then will you deprive me 
of it ?? 


«A * * * * ** * 


As he ſpoke theſe few words with an 
uncommon gravity of countenance, ſhe 
coloured at the reproach, which ſhe ſen- 
ſibly felt, and with the moſt winning 
accent in the world, ſaid, * Indeed, Sir 
« William, you wrong me, if you think 
* I do 
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I do not wiſh to give you every ſa— 
tisfaction in my power, and that I am 
not trying every day to love you better 
and better.” 


** 


* 


Deareſt creature, cried he, preſſing 
* her hand to his beating boſom, do 
you then love me at all ? and was not 
that promiſe you gave almoſt extorted 
from you by your uncle?“ 


* 


* 


* No, indeed, replied ſhe, there was 
© no compulſion in the caſe; not even 
© the duty which I owe to ſo good an 
uncle could oblige me to promiſe what 
I did not intend to perform with the 
* greateſt punctuality. But won't you, 
added ſhe ſmiling, have patience with 
* me? You, in your turn, promiſed to 

give me time.” 


Tes, yes, my deareſt life, ſaid Sir 
William, quite ſoftened with this un- 
expected anſwer, ſo full of kindneſs, 
* which iuſpended the powers of utter- 
© ance for a moment; be aſſured, my 


* adored Sophia, I will Keep my word 
* with 
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* with equal exactneſs; you ſhall' com- 
mand me in every thing; you reign 
* ablolute miſtreſs of my heart, and 1 
© have no will but yours. 


The various emotions which Sir Wil- 
ham felt during this converſation, at 
laſt entirely overcame him. He roſe 
and walked out of the room to-conceal 
them. 


Mrs. Romney ſeeing a change in his 
countenance, aſked him, with her uſual 
eagerneſs, if he was not well. 


This queſtion- alarmed” Sophia, and 
ſhe followed him, taking him kindly by 
the hand, and repeating it. 


Well, my dear girl, ſfa'd he, gazing 
© at her with the greateſt tendernels, 
and fetching a deep ſię gh—yes—l am 
well but you are too lovely.” 


* How, replied ſhe, looking all abaſh- 
ed, and haſtily letting go his hand, 
© have. 


Ln 
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have T committed any fault? I have 
not, | am ſure, intent!oually.” 


* 


ry 


© You never can commit a fault, my 
deareſt, cried he, folding the arms 
of affection round her neck, but lo 
much happineſs at a time, when I was 
afraid that I had diſpleaſed you, af- 
* fected me beyond meaſure ; and you, 
« innocently ignorant of the great, the 
boundleſs power you have over me, 
« milinterpreted my looks, and miſun- 
« deritood my words.” 


A 


Mrs. Romney, overjoyed to ſee them 
at laſt upon ſuch good terms, aſked So- 
phia laughing, whether ſhe would never 
be accuſtomed to Sir William's ecſtacies, 
and thereby gave a liveiy turn to the 
converſation, which grew, ſhe thought, 
rather too affecting for Sir William to 
ſupport ; for he actually doated on So- 
phia to ſuch an extravagant degree, 
that he frequently ſat, full of admira- 
tion at her, while ſhe worked: read, or 
played on the organ, till the tears of 


N tranſport ſtarted from his eyes, and 
forced 
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forced him to quit the room, for fear 
ſhe ſhould, by ſeeing them, be made 
uneaſy. TROY 


As Sophia grew viſibly better, Dr. 
Wiſe's viſits became leſs neceſſary, tho” 
Sir William was always glad of his com- 
pany, and called him, in conjunction 
with his aunt, the preferver of his So- 
phia. However, before he took leave 
as a phyſician, he ſtill adviſed as a friend, 
the continuance of thoſe preſcriptions 
which had been ſo efficacious, among 
which a varied ſeries of amuſement was 
particularly recommended. 


Agreeably to the opinion of a phy- 
ſician who had ſo ſucceſsfully preſcrib- 
ed for the charmer of his heart, Sir 
William formed ſchemes for her enter- 
tainment. Being a warm admirer of the 
polite arts, and having a capital collec- 
tion of pictures, he propoſed drawing. 
She agreed to his propoſal, without the 
leaſt heſitation, and all materials for the 
ſtudy of that pleaſing art were inſtantly 
procured. He knew enough of draw- 


ing 
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ing to inſtruct her in the rudiments of 
it, and ſhe again became his ſcholar. 
She was a promiſing pupil, ſoon traced 
out landſcapes and flowers with accu- 
racy and elegance, and, without ſaying 
a word to Sir William, drew a pattern 
for a pair of ruffles, with which ſhe in- 
tended to ſurprize him. 


As Mrs. Romney was acquainted with 
her deſign, ſhe ſoon made a great pro- 
greſs in her work; though Sir William, 
afraid that by ſitting too much to her 


needle, ſhe would retard her recovery, 


often interrupted her, to walk or to ride, 


when ſhe was well enough fo accom- 


pany him on horſeback. 


This new drawing- ſcheme pleaſed Sir 
William ſo much, that he begged Sophia 
to ſit for her picture, which he intended 
to preſent to his aunt Romney, 1n return 
for the uncommon care ſhe had taken 
during her illneſs. Sophia was all com- 
pliance; they went immediately to Lon- 
don, and ſhe ſat to Reynolds, 


Sophia's 
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Sophia's picture was a whole- length, 
and the parlour was deſtined for its re- 
ception. Sir William, though it was 
admirably executed, like a true lover, 
did not think it handſome enough. He 
was not ablolutely out of the way in his 
cenſures, but Reynolds did not deſerve 
them. Sophia's whole perſon was ex- 
ceſſively elegant, but her face was net 
ſtriking, unleſs her features were in n0- 
tion. When ſhe ſpoke or ſmiled, there 
was a ſoftnels in her eyes, and an inh- 
nite number of graces fluttering about 
her mouth, which mocked all the powers 
of painting. The little paroquet which 
Sir William had given her, was intro- 
duced into her picture, at her requeſt, 
becauſe ſhe thought the appearance of 
it there would be very agreeable to 
him, 


When the picture was nearly finiſhed, 
Sir William made ſome objections to the 
hands and arms; they were not, he faid, 
ſo well rounded, ſo ſoft, as thoſe of So— 
phia; nor had they that darling white- 
neſs in them; and ſpeaking of it one 

day, 
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day, after it came home, to Mrs. Rom- 
ney, as he was holding her by the hand, 
Did you ever ſee, madam, ſaid he, 
* ſuch a lovely hand, ſo delicate an arm? 
No painter in the world can do juſtice 
to them. How gracefully would they 
look with bracelets? If my dear So- 
phia . Here he ſtopped, with his 
eyes fixed upon her, as if fearful of pro- 
ceeding; but after a little pauſe 
Though I am ſure, continued he, that 
* ſhe will have no objection to wear my 
aunt's picture on her arm.” 


0. 


Sophia gueſſed what he would have 
ſaid, and thinking it would pleate him, 
replied, And why may not J have your 
picture alſo, Sir William? and then 1 
© ſhall always have my two beſt friends 
© about me, madam, continued ſhe, turn- 
ing to Mrs. Romney.” 


© Yes, my love, faid Sir William, if 
* you will make me ſo infinitely happy, 


by accepting of mine, I will fit di- 
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To this ſhe made a genteel compli- 
ment; and Sir William, while the mi— 
niatures were painting purchaſed ſome of 
the fineſt pearls to go round her arms, 
and ordered the caſes for the portrait to 
be enriched with a great number of very 
valuable brilliants. But of this laſt 
piece of gallantry ſhe was entirely ig- 
norant. 


While Sophia was thus careſſed and 
almoſt adored at Windſor, poor Juliet 
led but an uncomfortable life in town! 
but, as Mr. Besfield's affairs were in a 
great meaſurt diſembarraſſed, her aunt 
began again to take her abroad, and to 
endeavour to divert the gloom which had 
hung over her, ever ſince her removal 


from Sir William. 


They were at Ranelagh one evening, 
when a gentleman, in company with 
ſome friends of Mr. Besfield, became 
her admirer to ſo great a degree, that 
after he had enquired into. her ſituation 
in life, he waited on her uncle, and de- 
fired leave to make his addreſſes to her, 

and 
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and to endeavour to gain her affections, 


as the penſiveneſs of her air, and the ſe- 
riouſneſs of her aſpect, ſo uncommon in 
the modern race of beauties, had given 
him no encouragement to his approaches. 
He frankly declared his circumſtances to 
Mr. Besfield, who was very well ſatis- 
fied by finding him a man of fortune; 
as his perſon was alſo agreeable, and his 
character, upon enquiry, unexception- 
able, he aſſured him that he ſhould re- 
ceive his propoſals to his niece as highly 
flattering to himſelf, and extremely for 


her. 


Mr. Somers, that was his name, was 
of a very ſuitable age for Miſs Weſt; 
and in his perſon generally allowed to be 
handſome. Burt poor Juliet had taken 
ſuch a violent inclination for Sir Wil— 


liam, that ſhe could not bear to think of 


admitting Mr. Somers as a lover. She 
bluſhed and turned pale by turns, while 
her uncle preſented him to her; but the 
implicit obedience which ſhe had ever 
ſhewn to him in matters of this nature, 
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whatever repugnance ſhe felt, always 
ſuperſeded inclination. 


As Juhet's moſt prevailing charm 
with her lover, detached from the beau- 
ties of her perſon, was a modeſty in her 
carriage, which eminently and agreeably 
diſtinguiſhed her, in his eyes, trom the 
crowd of ſhowy girls who flutter about 
at all public places; Mr. Somers attri- 
buted to that modeſty alone, the baſh- 
fulneſs which ſhe diſcovered at his de- 
firing to pay his addreſſes to her, and 
left her, therefore, after his firſt viſit, 
not in the leaſt diſpleaſed with the over- 
tures he had made. 


Mr. and Mrs. Besfield were, during a 
great part of the time, in the room with 
them, and from the behaviour of their 
niece, conceived hopes that ſhe would 
not be diſguſted with her new lover. 
But as ſoon as Mr. Somers was gone, ſhe 
felt ſo ſtrong an averſion to him, that, with 
the greateſt confulicn 11 herlooks, and he- 
ſitation in her voice, ſhe begged her uncle 
and aunt not to be offended with her, 

for 
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for declaring that ſhe could not like Mr, 
Somers, defiring them at the jame time 
to tell him ſo when he came again. 


Mr. Besfield diſcovered great vexa- 
tion and much ſurprize at this declara- 
tion; and after he had enumerated the 
good qualities which her admirer pol- 
lefſed, aſked her, in a {harp accent, what 
ſhe expected in a huſband, if this gen- 
tleman could not pleale her? 


The intimidated Juliet bluſhed ex- 
ceſſively at this ſtern reproot, and hung 


down her head, without uttering a f 
lable. 


I gvels, ſaid Mrs Besfield, who had 
© been long uncaly at her partial re- 
* membrance of Sir William, I gueſs 
the reaſon of your refuſal, Mits :? then 
turning to her huſband, * She has thought 

proper, my dear, I fancy, to chule for 
© herielf. But do you conſider, Juliet, 
again addreſſing herſelf to her, how 
very abſurdly every woman acts who 
« deviates from the cuſtoms of her lex, 
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* and how much ſhe degrades herſelf in 
the eyes of the man, who mult deſpiſe 
© her, who is weak enough to rg in 
being attached to him, while he 1 
, actually dying for another, and to re- 
* fuſe thoſe alone that propoſe to make 
her happy?“ 


As this charge was too direct to be 
miſtaken, though Mrs. Besfield menti— 
oned not any names, Juliet's confuſion 
was redoubled by it, and ſhe was ready 
to ſink to the ground, on which ſhe cer- 
tainly would have fallen, if a ſhower of 
tears had not ſeaſonably reheved her. 


Mr. Besficld being obliged at that 
juncture, to go out on ſome particular 
buſineſs, left Juliet with her aunt, who 
lectured her a great while with great 
propriety, on the imprudence of her 
behaviour at Windſor, which was, ſhe 
told her, fo ſtriking to Mrs. Romney, 
that ſhe reprimanded her nephew 1e- 
verely, as ſhe concluded that he mult 
have made very indiſcreet addreſſes to 
her (at the ſame time that ſhe knew he 

was 
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was engaged to Sophia) by the prodigi- 
ous advances ſhe made to him. And 


to tell you the truth, continued Mrs. 
Besfield, it was in conſequence of a 
kind letter which I received from her 
on your zccount, that I fetched you 
away. I never mentioned this cir- 
cumſtance to you, Juliet, before, be- 
cauſe I thought your own good ſenſe, 


joined to the education which your 


uncle and I have endeavoured to give 
you, would have made you conſcious 
of your error; but as I ſce that you 
{t1]] perſevere in it, I mult tell you, 
Miſs Welt, that there 1s nothing 1o 
Contrary to the modelty, on which every 
woman ought to ſet a particular value, 
than the encouragement of an incli- 
nation for a man before he has honour- 
ably addreſſed her. Sir William Acres 
has ſolemnly aſſured his aunt, that he 
never had the leaſt notion of loving 
you; never liked you at all: and in- 
deed he has plainly proved his words, 
by his extravagant fondneſs for your 
couſin Sophia, which ſhe now returns 
and they are, you know, ſoon to be 

1 married. 
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married. Conſider, therefore, child, 
* how you leſſen yourlelt to beſtow a 
thought upon Sir William. For my 
part, I believe 1 ſhould be ready to 
expire with ſhame, if I only apprehend- 
ed that any man could imagine I had 
given him any encouragement firſt, 
© and ſhould look upon myſelf in the 
light of an abandoned wanton.” 


As every ſyllable of this warm invec- 
tive againſt love in young women went 
to the heart of Julict, who now not only 
felt herſelf miſerable, but almoſt inta- 
mous, ſhe was indeed covered with con- 
fuſion, and ready to die with ſhame. 
After a ſecond ſhower of tears, ſhe, with 
great hunulity, belought Mrs. Besfield 
to forgive her, and earneitly promiſed not 
to be guilty again of the indiſcretion of 
which the had been accuſed. « Yet, my 
dear aunt, added ſhe, with an inter- 
* rupted voice, do not make me un- 
happy for ever—do not oblige me to 
+ marry Mr, Soiners.” 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Besfield was ſo angry with her, 
for expreſſing ſo thorough a diſlike to ſo 
good an offer, that ſhe made no anſwer; 
conſequently Mr, Somers repeated his 
vilits. 


Sophia's health now began to be al- 
moſt re-eſtabliſhed; and ſhe appeared 
more lovely than ever in Sir William's 
eyes, who felt himſelf every day more 
and more ſatisfied with the affability of 
her behaviour to him. It gave a new 
flow to his ſpirits; it raiſed new tranſ- 
ports in his heart; it alſo not a little im- 
proved his appearance. He now really 
became a molt agreeable man; though 
not tall in ſtature, he was extremely well 
proportioned z his complexion, when in 
high health, was a lively brown; his 
hair, which grew very gracefully, auburn. 
His features were not "remarkably regu- 
lar, though not unpleaſing when animat—- 


ed. At firſt fight the ſeriouſneſs in his 


air, was miſtaken for pride; but as ſoon 
as he ſpoke, thoſe who thought they diſ- 
covered that paſſion, were ſoon agree- 


ably diſappointed. He was poſſefled of 
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many perſonal attractions, but his ca- 
pital charm lay in his eyes. They were 
uncommonly ſpirited, and full of fire; 
and when ſoftened by love, no eyes in 
the world were more amiably expreſſive. 


As Sir William began to flatter him- 
ſelf that he advanced ſwiftly in Sophia's 
favour, he attended more cloſely to the 
decoration of his perſon, and the ac- 
curacy of his dreſs. He had the art to 
find out her taſte in cloaths, and by her 
taſte always regulated his own. 


When the bracelets were brought 
home, he flew to her with them. When 
ſhe had admired the ſtriking merit of the 
miniatures, the elegance and richneſs of 
the jewels, he faſtened them round thoſe 
arms which he always ſurveyed with 
rapture; and by devouring them with 
kiſſes, expreſſed the joy which her ap- 
probation excited in him. 


Sophia, though ſhe had ſuffered him 
to amuſe himfelf with faſtening on the 
bracelets, had not the leaſt intention ot 

accepting 
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accepting ſo valuable a preſent, till ſhe 
was near her marriage; taking them 
therefore off, ſhe told him, after a ſhort 
pauſe, that they were much too ſplendid 
tor her to wear at preſent, 


Sir William, quite mortified and diſ- 
concerted at her returning them, ſtood 


confounded, while Sophia went out of 


the room to recollect the ſcattered 
thoughts which this dazzling preſent had 
given riſe to. As an idle longing after 
pomp and Fun had been the prin- 
cipal cauſe of all her imprudences, at 
her firſt ſetting out in life, ſhe was ra- 
ther hurt than tranſported with a ſhowy 
appearance, becauſe it continually re- 
vived them in her memory. How 
« vain, ſaid ſhe, how ridiculous were my 
former prepoſſeſſions in favour of for- 
* tune! and how little able are the 
* greateſt advantages of that kind, to 
* afford one any real enjoyment, unleſs 
they are ſhared with the dear object 
of our aſſections! How very inſigni- 
« ficant, alas! is all gaiety, all grandeur 
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to the eye, when there is no peace, 
no pleaſure in the heart! 


Theſe reflections gave birth, at length, 
to others of a different nature; and ſhe 
condemned herſelf for ſtill declining to 
accept of Sir William's hand, when ſhe 
ſaw how much he ſorrowed ; though he 
had hitherto teſtified his impatience only 
by his eyes, which, upon that ſubject, were 
ever particularly intelligent. She aſked 
her heart if he deſerved to be thus treat- 
ed: her heart gave ſo ſtrong a verdict 
againſt her, that ſhe deſcended the ſtair- 
caſe to meet him with an unuſual 
alacrity. 


When ſhe entered the parlour, in 
which ſk&had left him with Mrs. Rom- 
ney, Wy found him fitting at one cor- 
ner of the ſopha, in the moſt deſpond- 
ing attitude to be conceived, leaning his 
head upon his hand, with the ſtrongeſt 
marks of vexation in his countenance, 
She looked, at his neither moving when 
ſhe entered, nor riſing to meet her, as he 
uſed to, altoniſh d. She turned her 
eyes 
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eyes from him towards her friend, who, 
ſhe fancied, did not look upon her with 
her accuſtomed complacency. It oc- 
curred to her, therefore, immediately, that 
he might think her too nice, too ſcrupu— 
lous, with regard to the bracelets; and 
ſhe was ſorry ſhe had made him uneaſy 


at a time when he had flattered himſelf 


that his preſent would be acceptable. 


What is the matter with you, Sir 
William, ſaid ſhe, with a more tender 
air than ſhe had ever yet aſſumed, are 
you out of order? I hope that my 
«* declining to wear ſuch valuable orna- 
© ments does not give you any uneaſi- 
* nels? When 1 conſented to receive 
your picture, I did not expect to re- 
ceive it fo richly adorned.” 


My reſemblance, madam, ſaid he 
with a dejected tone, is of ſo little 
* conſequence to you, that it cannot be 
* at all defrable without thoſe orna- 
ments, which are unfortunately not 
* agreeable to your taſte, But why 
6 ſhould I give way to the . 

that 
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that the gift can be welcome, when 
* the giver 1s evidently not lo?” 


Sophia was abſolutely ſhocked and 
confounded with the air and manner in 
which Sir William pronounced theſe 
words: as ſhe came with a full determi- 
nation to grant his every requeſt, the 
cold reception ſhe met with chilled her 
to the foul. He continued fitting un- 
moved in his place, and when he had 
finiſhed his ſpeech, ſeemed to be over- 
whelmed with diſcontent. 


Sophia had not, for a long while, be- 
held Sir William in ſuch a ſituation ; it 
moſt ſenſibly touched her; touched her 
even to tears, which ſhe could not help ſhed- 
ding in great abundance : but not being 
W! ling that he ſhould ſee them, nor yet 
knowing how to hide them from his ob- 
ſervation, ſhe turned her head to the 
other ſide of the ſopha, and covered her 
face with her handkerchief. 


Sir William, though he was extreme- 
ly ſhocked at her refuſing his portrait, 
8 ſtill 
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ſtill doated on her with the ſame un- 
abated fervor. He had kept his eyes 
fixed upoh her, from her firſt coming 
down; but not knowing to what cauſe 
to attribute her tears, he grew reſtleſs 
and anxious to relieve her. He loved 
her too fondly to ſee her diſtreſſed, tho 
but for a moment. He thought he had 
expreſſed too much reſentment : this no- 
tion was confirmed by the increaſing vio- 
lence of her concern: he ſaw it with real 
compaſſion : he plainly perceived that 
her tender heart was almoſt torn afun- 
der by a variety of conflicting paſſions. 
He was himſelf ready to burit with ſor- 
row; he repented ; he forgot, in an in- 
ſtant, all that he had ſaid or done to 
diſpleaſe her, and drawing nearer to her, 
cried, * Oh! Sophia, I cannot bear to 
« ſee you thus afflicted. If my foohſh 
« reſentment has thrown you into this 
condition, I ſhall never forgive mylelt 
for giving a looſe to it. On my knees, 
continued he falling at her feet, I aſk 
your pardon; do bur ſpeak to me; 
do but condeſcend to look at me. If 
* you cannot prevail on yourſelf to pro- 
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* nounce my happineſs with your lips, 


one look from thoſe dear eyes ſhall ſa- 


* tisfy me, till I have better deſerved 
the pardon which I implore.? 


Sophia rejoiced to ſee him ſo come to 
himſelf a little, for ſhe was now tho- 
roughly convinced that ſhe had been in 
the wrong; and that her own falſe con- 
jectures had occaſioned all the concern 
which ſhe had felt. As her diſpoſition 
was naturally very mild, ſhe gave him 
her hand to raiſe him, made him fit by 
her, and, as ſoon as ſhe could recover 
herſelf, ſaid, I believe, Sir William, 
that I have moſt reaſon to ;mplore 
«* forgiveneſs: | have been too haſty: | 
did not ſufficiently reflect before 1 
* ſpoke; I certainly did not foreſee the 
* conſequences with which my words 
were attended. They have, I find, 
given you a great deal of uncaſineſs, 
but that was contrary to my intenti— 
ons. Be aſſured, that your picture 
„will be a valuable preſent to me; but 
I ſhould be glad to have it in a little 


caſe, without thoſe ſhowy ornaments, 
that 
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that I may always carry it about me. 
When I am your wife, I ſhall wear 
thoſe elegant bracelets with pleaſure 
and with pride.” 


The few words © when I am your 
wite*, had all the effect that was pro- 


poſcd upon the once more enraptured 
Sir William, who, no longer remember— 
ing that ſhe had done any thing to of- 
tend him, ſeized her hand, and preſſing 
it tenderly to his boſom, + When, when, 


* 


. 


my dear Sophia, ſaid he, ſhall I be fo 
bleſt, as to have it in my power to call 
you ſo? 


* It will be ſome time, replied ſhe 
bluſhing, before we can both be 
ready.“ 


* But will you, cried he, my lovely 
angel, catching her in his arms, will 
you, my adorable wite, now give me 
your conſent to make all neceſſary 
preparations for that day, with all pot- 
ſible expedition ? for that day, which 
is to behold me the happieſt of men?? 
« I will, 
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I will, ſaid ſhe, breaking from him. 


Then do not, replied he, wild with 


© Joy; do not ſtart from my arms now, 


« 
c 
o 
. 
« 


my love, my life, my all that is va- 
luable. O, madam, continued he, 
turning to Mrs. Romney, and ſhew- 
ing Sophia to her, whom he held by 
both hands, See, fee, my bride, my 
wife; let us, I conjure you, my dear 
aunt, loſe no time: let every thing be 
haſtened; the leaſt delay will make me 
mad,” | 


Mrs. Romney, ſmiling at his eager- 


neſs, ſaid, I fancy, Sir William, you 
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forget how much you will depend 
upon yourltelf on this occaſion. There 
are, no doubt, writings to be drawn. 
Belides, you have neither viſited your 
eſtate, nor given yourſelf any trouble 
about it theſe fix months; and I ſup- 
pole you intend to reſide there, at 
leaſt in the ſummer. And then you 
have not once been near your aunt 
Acres, during that time, though you 
confeſs that ſhe has been ill, and 11 
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ſhe has ſent many letters of invitation 
to you. Will it not be proper, tho? 
you have no occalion, to aſk her con- 


ſent, to inform her that you are going 
to be married? 


* You are in the right, madam, faid 
Sir William, I will fend orders to 
Mount Acres, to prepare the houſe, 
if my Sophia chuſes to be there, and 
will write to my aunt: with my dear 
Sophia's leave, I will go to-morrow to 


Mr. Besfield, and put the writings 1n 
forwardneſs.“ 


Can your affairs in the country, ſaid 
Mrs. Romney, be ſo well ſettled with- 
out your appearing there to ſuperin— 
tend them? l fancy not Cannot you 
truſt Sophia with me for à weck or 
two? continued ſhe, laughing.” 


One week, cried the enamoured 
baronet, will be a thoutand ages — 


No, no, my dear aunt, never thn. I 


can agree to that; let me rather oeg 
* you to Join with me, 1n prevailing on 
. my 
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my Sophia to go down thither with 
you, and then I ſhall have an agree- 
able opportunity to amule her with 
a variety of new ſcenes, while ſhe or- 
ders every thing according to her own 
taſte. Will you not, continued he, 
turning to her, and ſpeaking in the 
moſt beſeeching accent, will you not 
favour me, my angel, ſo far as to con- 
{ent to this propoſal ?” 


* Readily, Sir William, replied ſhe, 
if you will firſt promiſe to aſk the con- 
ſent of your aunt Acres: when you 
have gained that, I ſhall have no ob- 
jection to accompany you with my 
dear Mrs. Romney. But l ſhould be 
very much afflicted to come into a fa- 
mily in which I was not approved ct, 
and in which the ſmallneſs of my for- 
tune wight give riſe to ſome ditagree- 
able oblervations.* 


No- body has any thing to do with 
your fortune, my dear Sophia; what- 
ever it is, you ſhall have it intirely at 
your own diſpoſal. Were you poet: 
3 
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Jof millions, they would not bribe me 
to marry you, if I did not love you: 
and as I do love you to diſtraction, 
had you not a farthing, you would be 
to me an ineſtimable treaſure. As to 
Mrs. Acres, I will pay her the com- 
* pliment, my love, ſince you defire it; 
but if the is ſo abſurd as to think of 
fortune, in competition with ſuch a 
© lovely creature as you are, I ſhall no 
longer look upon her as a relation.” 


Sophia made uſe of a thouſand argu- 
ments to induce him to behave, at leaſt, 
with good manners to this lady, if ſhe 
did not treat him altogether in the man- 
ner he liked. He promiſed to obey her, 
if ſhe would alſo promiſe never to leave 
him again; and upon receiving a fa- 
vourable anſwer, ſar down to write his 
neceſſary letters. 


The next morning they all went te 
London, to Mr. Besfield's, whom Sir 
William accoſted with rapture, and in- 
formed him that he had gained his lovely 
Sophia's conſent. After this informa- 


tion, 
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tion, they were cloſetted together about 
ſettlements, &c. &c. while the ladies, 
at the ſame time, held a conſultation 
about cloaths, &c. &c. Every perſon 
in the houſe, indeed, began to be in a 
buſtle, except poor Juliet. 


Mr. Besfield had acquainted Sophia 
with the addreſſes of Mr. Somers, and 
his propoſals, in a letter ; but he had 
not ſaid any thing about Juliet's repug- 
nance to the match. Sophia, therefore, 
in a moſt friendly manner, was congra- 
tulating her couſin upon her conqueſt, 
without imagining that ſhe thereby gave 
her pain inſtead ot pleaſure. Juliet burſt 
into tears, and ſaid, © So far, my dear 
* Sophia, from looking upon what you 
and all my relations think ſo advan- 
© tageous for me, really ſo, I have in- 
treated my uncle and aunt—but they 
will not liſten to me—not to encou- 
* rage Mr. Somers, for I cannot love 
him. I do not wiſh to be married, 
I had much rather remain as I am. 


Sophia, - 
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Sophia, who had for a long time ex- 


perienced ſo much uneaſinels in trying 
to make her inclination comply with 
her duty, and who, with all her gratitude 
and good-nature, rather ſuffered than 
enjoyed the endearments of her lover, 
felt all the force of Juliet's infelicity ; 
and after having ſaid a thouſand kind 
things to comfort her, promiſed to take 


an opportunity to ſpeak to her uncle 
Besficld in her behalf. 


Mrs. Besfield was fo very loth to let 
Miſs Weſt ſee Sir William that day, that 
ſhe ſent her to dine with her aunt Gre- 
ville, who was ſtill in town; and So- 
phia, as ſhe thought 1t proper to ac- 
quaint that lady a little with her affairs, 
accompanied her; but returned after 
a ſhort vilit to her impatient lover, who, 
the moment he miſſed her, grew reſtleſs, 
and remained ſo till her arrival. 


They rolled back again to Windſor 
after dinner, as the roads were fine, the 
days long, and Sir William's bays the 
ſwifteſt in England. His dear Sophia 
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ſat in his lap all the way down, and he 
felt himſelf the happieſt of men. She 
alſo felt herſelf the happieſt of women, 
for her uncle had informed her how ex- 
tremely generous Sir William had ſhewn 
himſelf in ordering the ſettlements ; by 
which a very ample proviſion was made 
for her private expences during his lite, 
and by which a very Jarge Jointure 
would devolve to her if ſhe ſurvived 
him. 


When they arrived at Windſor in the 
evening, he defired her to tell him what 
ſhe had been doing towards the happy 
day. The pictures, ſaid he, are gone 
to be copied, and all other matters in 
my department, are in a fair way to be 
accelerated. 


She communicated in return, what 
preparations ſhe had been making; and 
then, in a moſt engaging m anner, ex- 
preſſed her acknowledgments for all his 
favours, He interrupted her in the 
midſt of them, and would not allow 
her to be under any obligations to him. 

am 
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* T am not in the leaſt intitled, my dear 
Sophia, to the'e acknowledgments ; 
© what you call favours, I conlider as 
« debts. I am the obliged perſon, and 
it is my duty to be grateful for the 
tender and compaſſionate ſenſations 
* which you have felt on my account, 
and which I ſhall remember, as I 
* ought, to the laſt moment of my life.” 


The next morning, while Miſs Fan- 
brook was employed in regulating ſome 
things in her own apartment, which were 
to be removed to Mount Acres, to which 
place they propoſed to ſet out in a few 
days, ſhe ſaw a coach and fix drive up 
to the door, and an old lady get out of 
it, with great difficulty, attended by an 
elderly woman, who appeared rather like 
an humble companion, than an upper 
ſervant. As ſhe ſuppoled this lady 
might be an old friend of Mrs. Rom- 
ney's, ſhe left the window, and went on 
with what had before engaged her at- 
tention. 


Vor. II. iy Mrs. 
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Mrs. Romney was ſitting alone in the 
parlour at that inſtant, and ſomewhat 
ſurprized to hear the ſervant, after a 
violent rap, announce Mrs. Acres. She 
roſe to receive her, as they had often 
met each other at the late Sir William's; 
but upon her advancing towards her, 
with great civility, was aſtoniſhed to ſee 
the old lady turn from her with the 
moſt violent marks of anger in her coun- 
tenance, and to hear her ſay to her ſer- 
vant, I aſked if Sir William was at 
home.“ The fellow bowed reſpectful- 
ly, and ſaid, if ſhe pleaſed, he would go 
and let him know that ſhe was there. 
Tell him to come directly, replied ſhe 
« haſtily, for I ſhall not find myſelf very 
« ealy in the company of one from whom 
I have received the greateſt of all in- 
« juries,” 


This laſt ſpeech was accompanied with 

a diſdainful look levelled at Mrs. Rom- 
ney, who felt herſelf not extremely eaſy 
neither juſt at that moment, as ſhe had 
not been accuſtomed to be affronted in 
| her 
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her own houſe: accoſting, therefore, 
Mrs. Acres with a polite but deter- 
mined air, If you mean me, madam, 


ſaid ſhe, I am quite at a loſs to know 
what injury I have done you, and what 
you complain of.” 


What! cried Mrs. Acres, with an 
inflamed face, and tranſported with 
paſſion, have you not ſeduced my ne- 
phew Sir William, and brought him 
acquainted with a little paltry, low-bred, 
girl, of no family, or at leaſt of an 
extraction that ſhe herſelf muſt bluſh 
to acknowledge, without a ſhilling in 
the world, without a ſingle accom- 
pliſhment, nay even without one good 
quality ; with nothing, in ſhort, but 
ſcandal and rags for her portion? And 
have you not introduced this little in- 
famous wretch into the very houſe 
with him ?—And can you pretend ig- 
norance after all this?“ 


Sir William, who had heard every 


ſyllable of this furious ſpeech from the 
next room, in which he was writing, 
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flew almoſt through the door, and hur- 
rying up to his incenſed aunt, Good 


4 
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heavens | madam, ſaid he, what can 
« you mean by all theſe monſtrous in- 
vectives againſt the moſt amiable and 
accompliſhed of women, and to whom 
I am juſt going to be united by the 
ſtricteſt ties of love and honour? I 
gave you notice yeſterday of my in- 
tentions, and you may believe that 
your behaviour upon this occaſion fills 
me with aſtoniſhment. How can you 
reconcile your treatment of Mrs. Rom- 
ney in her own houſe, with the com- 
mon duties of politeneſs? She has 
nothing to do with. my engagements : 
they are founded upon the moſt in- 
violable attachment to the mot 
amiable wornan in the world; a wo- 
man, who, 1f you ever have the hap- 
pineſs of becoming acquainted with 
her, will make you bluſh for having 
loaded her with thoſe injurious epithets 
which juſt now ſhocked my ears: 
Epithets which, neither from her fa- 
nuly, perſon, and character, ſhe de- 
ſerves to receive from anybody, and 

* which 
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which are particularly injurious from 
you. By the manner of your expreſ- 
ling yourſelf, I am almoit led to 
imagine that you did not receive my 
letter; if you did, you muſt have been 
before its arrival miſerably prejudiced 
by ſome wretch (here he threw a 
* fierce look on the walting-gentlewo- 
man) who wants to ſet your family in 
© an odious light, in order to make ad- 
vantage of your credulity.' 


% 28. A. 


While he uttered the latter part of 
this ſpeech, his eyes ſparkled with an- 
ger, and his action added conſiderable 
ſtrength to all his words. 


The good-natured Mrs. Romney, who 
thought it much more prudent to en- 
deavour to compromiſe this affair, and 
to bring the old lady over to their party, 
if poſſible, notwithſtanding the infulr 
ſhe had met with from her, faid, Come, 
« Sir William, be pacified, and perſuade 
Mrs. Acres to ſit down and take a diſh 
© of chocolate; when ſhe knows the 

* Purport of your letter, which } dare 
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ſay did not come to her hands, or which 
ſhe had not read through if it did, 
and ſees the amiable Miſs Fanbrook, 
I will venture to ſay that ſhe will have 


no reaſon to be diſſatisfied with your 
choice,” | 


I will not expoſe my lovely Sophia, 
cried he haſtily, to her paſſion, upon 
any terms.“ 


Well, well, compoſe yourſclf, Sir 
William, replied ſhe, and aſſiſt me in 
relating to your aunt every thing cir- 
cumſtantially, that has paſſed between 


you and Miſs Fanbrook; and then ſhe 


will ſoon be convinced that I have not 


acted the part of a ſeducer. 


Sir William with ſome difficulty agreed 


to this; and it was alſo with ſome dif- 


ficulty that they could make the old lady 
at firſt controul her angry paſſion, and 
liſten to them. But ſhe ſoon became 


calm and attentive. 


Juſt 
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Juſt as Sir William arrived to that 

eriod of his narrative, where Sophia 
had, by her kind return, reſtored him to 
health, at which part of his narrative 
his aunt began to be ſoftened, the par- 
lour door ſuddenly opened, and a figure 
exquilitely genteel, dreſſed with the molt 
elegant ſimplicity, with the moſt noble 
yet winning grace in her aſpect and 
manner, appeared. Mrs. Acres, taking 
her to be one of Mrs. Romney's neigh— 
bours, as ſhe knew that many people of 
faſhion had dwellings near her, roſe up 
and prepared to pay her all due reſpect. 
Sophia, imagining that the lady ſhe had 
obſerved from her window had finiſhed 
her viſit, came down to make enquiries 
after Sir William. She ſtared at her 
diſappointment, and was going to retire, 
with a ſweet confuſion, after having 
made a great many apologles to Mrs: 
Romney for her intruſion, 


Sir William ran to her, and not know- 
ing whether his aunt would receive her 
in the manner he would have her, with- 


out which manner he was determined 
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ſhe ſhould never be acquainted with her, 
took hold of her hand, and ſaid, Come 
along with me, my love, I have a thou- 
«* ſand things to ſay to you.” 


When they were juſt got out of the 
parlour, Mrs. Acres, in a tone very dif- 
ferent from that with which ſhe firſt ad- 
dreſſed Mrs. Romney, ſaid, with a look 
of ſurprize, Is that the young lady we 
have been ſpeaking about, madam *? 


* Yes, madam, replied Mrs, Romney, 
that young lady 15 Miſs Fanbrook, 
with whom 1 am ſure you will be 
charmed, when you have an opportu— 
nity to be acquainted with her great 
merit.“ 


1 oy - 


She is an exceeding fine woman in— 
« deed, ſaid Mrs. Acres, I took her for 
* a young lady of quality.” | 


Pray, Sir William, ſaid Mrs. Rom- 
* ney aloud, bring in Miſs Fanbrook, 
your aunt Acres wiihes to ſalute her. 


Though 
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Though this ſalutation was a little 
premature, and though the old lady was 
drawn into it by ſurprize, ſhe could not 
well refuſe it when it had been propoſed 
to her in ſuch a manner. Mrs. Rom- 
ney, ſeeing her rather embarraſſed, went 
to the door, and opening it, cried, 


Come, come, Sir William, you keep 


< your aunt ſtanding,” for Mrs. Acres 
had riſen up again, expecting the en- 
trance of her future niece. 


When Sir William led in his lovely 
Sophia, bluſhing and trembling, ſhe was 
received with that ſort of civility which 
is inſeparable from age, eſpecially from 
age apprehenſive of being impoſed upon. 
However, the modeſt diffidence and the 
innumerable graces of Sophia, with a 
ſtrong deſire to pleaſe, which is gene- 


rally, though not always, fuccelsful, 


ſoen gained upon Mrs. Acres, who, be- 
fore ſhe left Windſor, was entirely 
brought over to her intereſt, not only by 
the ſtriking proofs ſhe ſaw of her in- 
trinſic merit, but by the exceſſive ten- 
derneſs with which ſhe was treated by 
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her nephew, of whom ſhe was truly very 
fond. 


Mrs. Romney, before the departure 
of Mrs. Acres, enquired much after the 
ſtate of her health, as ſhe had heard from 
Sir William that ſhe had been very ill. 
She told her that ſhe had had a long fit 
of ſickneſs, and upon growing a little 
betier, had been ſent to Bath by her 
phyſicians, from which place ſhe was but 
juſt returned, or ſhould have been with 
her nephew betore. 


As ſome people wanted to ſee Sir 
William upon buſineſs, he went out to 
ſpeak to them in the next room. Sophia 
fl. pped out after nim, and begged him 
to aſk his aunt to be of their party to 
Mount Acres. He preſſed her hand, by 
way of approbation, and ſhe returned to 
her chair. 


As ſoon as he had diſpatched the peo- 
ple who wanted him, he came into the 
parlour again ; and after having ſhot a 
glance of the tendereſt regard at his oy: 

phia, 
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phia, gave his aunt Acres a preſſing in- 
vitation to meet them at his ſeat, to. 
which ſhe, who had long deſired to en- 
Joy a little of her nephew's company, 
conſented. 


Mrs. Romney then begged the fa- 
vour of Mrs. Acres to ſpend a day with 
her at Windſor before they went. This 
requeſt being alſo complied with, before 
Sir William put her into her coach, ſhe 
made a polite apology to Mrs. Rom- 
ney, for her vehement behaviour, as ſhe 
called it, whom ſhe condeſcended to 
thank for her kind care of. her nephew 
in his illneſs; and then taking an af; 
fectionate leave of Miſs Fanbrook, tell- 
ing her that Sophia was a name which 
had a great deal of dignity in it, and 
that ſhe had been intimate with ſeveral 
lady Sophia's, who became counteſles 
and dutcheſſes, got into her carriage, 


As ſoon as the old lady was driven 
from the door, Sir William, enraptured 
with Sophia's behaviour to his aunt, and 
the effect which it had produced, could 
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hardly find words ſufficient to expreſs 
his thanks and commendations. 


To be ſure, madam, ſaid he to Mrs. 
Romney, preſling Sophia to his boſom, 
there never was ſuch a bewitching 
angel, poſſeſſed of ſuch various powers 
of charming. Dear, dear Sophia, con- 
tinued he to her, how extravagantly I 
adore you !? 
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Sophia ſaid ſhe ſhould be vaſtly hap- 
Py, if ſhe had ſucceeded in trying to 
pleaſe Mrs. Acres. As for you, my 
dear Sir William, continued ſhe, ſmil- 
ing at his tranſports, you are io very, 
very partial to me, that I begin to be 
of my uncle Besfield's opinion, and 
am half afraid that you will ſpoil 


me. 
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This lively, as well as affectionate 
ſpeech gave the ſincereſt ſatisfaction to 
Sir William, who believed that it aroſe 
entirely from a tranquility of her mind, 
to which ſhe had, ever ſince he had 

known her, been a ſtranger. 


The 
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The following day was totally de- 
voted to the preparations for the jour- 
ney; and on that before their depar- 
ture, Mrs. Acres came to dine with 
them, according to her invitation, but 
very prudently, without her female at- 
tendant, whole company ſhe rightly 
imagined would not be acceptable to 
her nephew, and whom ſhe could not 


well deſire to eat with his ſervants. 


End of the FouxtTn Book. 


Wu 


H FS 10 NY 


O F 


Miſs SOPHIA FAN BR O OK. 


. 


S Sir William had that morn- 

ing, the weather being particu- 
. larly inviting, engaged Sophia 
to take a turn with him in the park, 
they were not ready to receive :vIrs. 


Acres, for ſhe came early. Mrs, Rom- 
| ney, 
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ney, therefore, received her alone, and 
ſoon took an opportunity to vindicate 
herſelf with regard to her having any 
deſigns upon Sir William; aſſuring Mrs. 
Acres, that if ſhe had obſerved the leaſt 
propenſity in him towards any woman 
of mean extraction or low breeding, tho? 
of undoubted virtue, and with the beſt 
diſpoſition in the world, ſhe ſhould have 
been the firſt to have kept ſuch a perſon 
from having any connections with him. 
But, continued ſhe, when I knew that 
he had not lived quite free from the 
vices ſo commonly purſued by young 
men of faſhion, I was not a little pleaſ- 
ed, I confels, to ſee him ſo thoroughly 
engroſſed by the merit of Miſs Fan- 
brook ; a woman every way qualified 
to work a total reformation in his con- 
duct: and as Sir William is poſſeſſed 
of ſo large an eſtate, the manners of 
a companion for life are of more con- 
« ſequence than her fortune.” 


M0 © © oo. 0 0 


As Mrs. Acres could not urge any 
thing to controvert Mrs. Romney's 


opinion, the two ladies ſoon began to 
be 
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be upon an amicable footing, to which 
the preſence of Sophia, who in a ſhort 


time made her appearance, not a little 
contributed. 


Sir William, when he called for his 
things to dreſs, found among them the 
rufles which Sophia had worked for 
him: Mrs. Romney ordered them to be 
given to him that day, and as he had 
been kept quite ignorant of her intenti- 
ons, he was the more agreeably ſurpriz- 
ed. He hurried down to thank her for 
this mark of her regard, without ſeeing 
his aunt Mrs. Acres, or any thing but 
Sophia. Now, my angel, cried he, I 
begin to flatter myſelf, that my perpe- 
* tual endeavours to pleaſe will at length 
make an impreſſion on that dear ten- 
* der bolom, ſince you eſteem me 
enough to think of me when I am 
* abſent; and that 1 do not vainly flatter 
myſelf this elegant work, performed 
by thele dear fingers, is a convincing 
proof.“ 


Mrs. 
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Mrs, Acres admired alſo the fancy 
of the pattern, and the taſte with which 
it was filled up; and the day was ſpent 
by this little party in a manner extreme- 
ly agreeable to them all. 


When the morning came on which 
they were to ſet out, Sir William's poit- 
chariot was at the door very early. He 
handed his aunt Romney and Sophia 
into it, and mounted his horſe in order 
to accompany them, but commanded 
his ſervants to attend the carriage, to 
ſhew his beloved Miſs Fanbrook the 
greater reſpect, An elegant dinner was 
prepared for them on the road, and in 
the evening they arrived at Mount 
Acres. 


Mount Acres was a large old manſion 
houſe, delightfully ſituated on the de- 
clivity of an hill, by which it was ſhel- 
tered from the ſevere ſharpneſs of a north- 
eaſt wind: it was conſequently open to 
the ſouth, but a little ſkreened from the 
welt by a grove of towering elms, which, 
as the ſummer was now at its height, 

appeared 


Miſs SOPHIA FANBROOK. 91 


appeared in all their beauty. The prol- 
pect from the front of the houſe, which 
was built with ſtone, in the Gothic ſtyle 
of architecture, was both extenſive and 
attracting. The gardens were ſpacious, 
and as Sir William's father was a great 
improver, as well as exceſſively fond of 
horticulture, they were laid out by him 
in the modern taſte. 


Sir William welcomed his lovely So- 
phia to the ſeat of his anceſtors with 
raptures; and ſhe, who was naturally 
inclined to a country life, expreſſed 
much pleaſure at the agreeable appear- 
ance of the houſe and gardens, and 


thereby gave him infinite ſatisfaction. 


While they were walking over the 
park. and gardens, the next day, Mrs. 
Acres arrived. Sir William being in- 
formed that ſhe was in the drawing- 
room, begged Mrs. Romney to go and 
entertain her, till he had conducted his 
Sophia to every part of the garden, that 
ſhe might give her opinion, with regard 
to ſome alterations which he thought 
would 
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would make it ſtill more agreeable to 
her taſte. But as he ſtopped every mo- 
ment to tell her that every thing ſhe 
{ſaw was hers, and ſhould ever be at her 
command, as ſhe was the ſole miſtreſs 
of his heart and all his poſſeſſions, they 


made but a ſlow progreſs towards the 
houſe. 


Sophia, who thought that they did 
not by ſuch lingering treat Mrs. Acres 
with proper reſpect, defired Sir Wil- 
liam to let her go with Mrs. Romney, 
to receive that lady. He immediately 
complied with her requelt : the flighteit 
hint from his Sophia made him fly to 
obey her. 


Sophia, flattered by the vaſt attention 
which ke paid to her—Where 1s the 
woman who would not have been pleaſ- 
ed in ſuch a ſituation ?—ſ{rove to make 
him ſatisfied, both with himſelf and her; 
and as ſhe had gone too far to look upon 
herſelf in any other light than one who 
was very ſoon to be his wife, ſhe behav- 
ed to him with more reſpect and ten- 
| derneſs, 
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derneſs, than ſhe had ever thought her- 
ſelf obliged to diſcover before. By ſo 
doing, ſhe gave a new ſpirit to his en- 
dearments, and drew from him increaſ- 
ing acknowledgments : and as her be- 
haviour had put him into the beſt hu- 
mour in the world, he received his aunt 
Acres with very unuſual marks of af- 
tection and regard. 


In the preſence of his aunt Acres and 
Mrs. Romney, Sir William opened his 
mother's cabinet of jewels, and offering 
them to Sophia, begged to be favoured 
with her directions to have them new 
ſet, in the moſt clegant and faſhionable 
manner. She modeſtly replied, that as 
ſhe ſhould wear them merely out of re- 
ſpect to him, ſhe intreated him to add to 
the obligations he was continually lay- 
ing her under, by regulating her fancy 
according to his own taſte, which, ſhe 
knew, muſt be vaſtly ſuperior to her's, 
becauſe ſhe had been but little acquaint- 
ed with ornaments of ſuch value. 


The 
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The uſeful furniture, and all the de- 
corations for the apartments, were next 
brought under her inſpection. She 
pleaded ſtrongly for the continuance of 
every thing, which was no otherwiſe 
faulty than in being unfaſhionable. The 
veneration with which ſhe looked upon 
all the antique moveables, had a won- 
derful effect upon Mrs. Acres, who, 
being far advanced in life, had a very 
natural tendency to admire what was 1n 
faſhion when ſhe herſelf was a young 
woman. Mrs. Acres, therefore, cried 
up Sophia's taſte and judgment; and 
Sir William was highly pleaſed to ſee 
the rapid progreſs ſhe made towards his 
aunt's favour. But he was at the ſame 
time afraid that ſhe had, in giving her 
opinion, concealed her real ſentiments, 
out of complaiſance to Mrs. Acres. In 
conſequence of this apprehenſion, when 
they were by themſelves, he preſſed her 
to give her ſentiments freely, with re- 
gard to every thing, and. begged that 


ſhe would not let her judgment be 
biaſſed by any body. 


In 
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In a day or two after they came down, 
the neighbouring families paid their 
compliments, among which there were 
ſome of great diſtinction. Every gen- 
tleman regarded Sophia with particular 
attention, after the firſt civilities were 
over; but the ladies, eſpecially the 
younger part of them, did not ſeem to 
approve quite ſo much of a young per- 
jon who made no ſmall advances to ri- 
valſhip, on many occaſions. It was, in- 
deed, a little mortifying to moſt of 
them, who, from the gentility of their 
birth, and the ſplendor of their fortunes, 
had very fair pretenſions to Sir William, 
to ſee how prodigiouſly aſſiduous he was 
to make himſelf agreeable to Sophia, a 
girl, in both theſe reſpects, ſo much in- 
ferior to them. They concealed, how- 
ever, under the maſk of diſſimulation, 
the uneaſineſs which this partial pre- 
ference gave them; and as they were, in 
compliance with che maxims of their 
ſex, loth to acknowledge their own de- 
ficiency in the art of pleaſing, or at leaſt 
to own that another was miſtreſs of it, 
they comforted themſelves that Sir Wil- 
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liam's aſſiduities to Sophia, aroſe entirely 
from prejudices in her favour; and that 
her perſon was too indifferent to ſtir up 


the ſlighteſt emotions of envy in their. 
breaſts. 


Among the young ladies who com- 
forted themſelves in this manner, there 
was a lively girl, whom Sir William 
had been uſed to diſtinguiſh from the 
reſt; but the diſtinction with which he 
honoured her, was not of that kind 
-which has any thing to do with the heart. 
This lively girl, however, by the force 
of imagination, ſaw a great deal more in 
his behaviour to her, than he really 
meant. She was abſolutely vain of the 
notice he had taken of her, and flatter- 
ed herſelf that ſhe had addreſs enough 
to make him return to his former fa- 
miliarity with her, which never went far- 
ther than a romping-bout, or a game at 
battledore and ſhuttle-cock, wherein ſhe 
excelled moſt of her companions. Full 
of ſelt-tufficiency, therefore, ſhe began 
to treat him in the free and ealy ſtyle, 
without the leaſt ceremony : but per- 

6 ceiving 
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ceiving that her freedoms had not the 
deſired effect upon him, the claimed his 
promite of a ball, to the performance of 
which, ſhe ſaid, ſhe had a right, as a 
whole year hal paſſed fince he had 
made it. 


Sir William, with the moſt petrifying 
indifference, replied, that he could not 
recollect any ſuch promiſe. I am 
* now, ſaid he, engaged to offer a ball 
to that lady (bowing to Miſs Fan- 
* brook) for her entertainment; if ſhe 
will do me the honcur to accept of it, I 
hope all the ladies preſent will favour 
me with their company, and I will 
« ſend cards to the reſt of my ac- 
* quaintance. 


8 


* 


Sophia returned his bow with a bluſh 
of aſſent, while the young coquette, Who 
felt herſelf very much hurt by the tara 
which Sir William had given the 
claim ſhe made of his promiie, in fa- 
vour of her rival, coloured with indig- 
nation. 
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The company, according to invita- 
tion, all met at Sir William's; and as 
there were many people of real faſhion 
among them, they were taken out to 
dance agreeable-to their rank. 


Among the gentlemen who compoſed 
this genteel aſſembly, there was one who 
had been the gayeſt of Sir William's 
companions in his looſer hours. He 
had been out of England for ſome 
months, on a party with ſome intimate 
friends, and was returned home juſt 
time enough to accept of Sir William's 
invitation; conſequently had heard no- 
thing of his attachment to Miſs Fan- 
brook, which now began to be pretty 
much the chat of Mount Acres and its 
environs. 


Chance had that evening placed him 
near Sophia. As he was a very agree- 
able man in his air, perſon, and appear- 
ance; nor leſs ſo in his addreſs and 
converſation, and full of vivacity, he 
almoſt obliged her to liſten to him, 
He ſoon found that her converſation 

| was 
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mare. 
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was very entertaining, and diſtinguiſh- 
ed her from the generality of her ſex, be- 
came quite delighted with her, and de- 
ſired her hand for the evening. She 
told him ſhe was engaged. He ex- 
preſſed great concern at his coming too 
late to enjoy that happineſs. But 
* certainly, madam, ſaid he, you have 


not engaged yourſelf alſo for minuets? 
© Give me leave? 


He proceeded with fo much ſpirit and 
callantry, that Sophia, who began to-be 
embarraſſed, and fearful leſt her lover 
might be diſpleaſed with her receiving 
ſo much politeneſs from a ſtranger, look- 
ed very ſeriouſly. At this embarraſling 
moment, Sir William, who had been 
placing ſome of his fair gueſts, joined 
them. Ah! Belmont, cried he, where 
have you been all this time? I ſent 
to your houſe, without knowing whe - 
* ther you was returned.” | 


And you have done me a particu- 
lar pleaſure, Sir William, replied he, 
for which I thank you; but you will 

2 © make 
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make me flill more indebted to you, 
by perſuading this lady to be my part- 
ner for the evening, as I find I have 
not rhetoric enough to procure her 
conſent. For heaven's ſake, Acres, 


continued he, taking him aſide, who 


is this lovely girl you have got 
here.? You know I am not apt to be 
ſoon taken in, but faith, there is ſome- 
thing of a je ze ſcai quoi about her that 
is altogether irreſiſtible. Do, pri- 
thee, ſtand my friend, and get her 
tor me.” 


Get her for you?” ſaid Sir William, 


gravely. 


La 


* 


* Ay, ay, to dance with me to night, 
I mean—L-d! what a formal face 
doſt thou put on about it !? 


* Miis Fanbrook, replied Sir W1l- 
liam, fixing his eyes upon her, to lee 
how ſhe liked Belmont, commands en- 
tirely here,” 


6 Why 
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Why ay,“ anſwered Belmont, ſur— 
veying them both with a curious eye, as 
if he thought there was ſomething myl- 
tical in their behaviour, © the lady tells 
* me that ſhe is engaged—but you 
« know, for a minuet—'Sdeath ! Acres, 
believe I have it; ſhe is certainly 
* engaged to yourſcli—by Jove you are 
© a lucky devil. 


— 


Sophia, who could not avoid overhear- 
ing now and then part of their conver- 
fation, caſt a glance at Sir William 
which made him perfectly happy. He 
convinced her how well he underſtood 
the full meaning of it, by taking her 
hand in a manner which plainly proved. 
that they were no ſtrangers to each. 
other; and looking at her with eyes 
overflowing with joy, to find her ſo uni- 
verſally admired, ſaid to her in the ten- 
dereſt tone, Is it for me, my Sophia, 
* that you have kept yourſelf diſen- 
* gaged? | 


« Certainly, replied ſhe ſmiling, if you 
* will accept of me.” 
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Accept of thee ſaid he!' preſſing the 
hand which he held, and ſcarce able 
to conceal the raptures which he felt, 
at this public mark of the preference 
the gave him, which called up bluſhes 
in her cheecks. 


Belmont now clearly perceived that it 
was time for him to retreat. He was, 
notwithſtanding, ſo extremely charmed 
with her elegant figure and her ami— 
able behaviour, that whenever they met 
during the dances, he .could not help 
letting her ſee how much he admired 
her, She received all his marks of ad- 
miration with a reſerved civility, and 
paid no particular attention to any man 
but Sir, William, who was fo reſpectful- 
ly tender, and diſcovered ſo much an- 
xiety for fear ſhe ſhould be too much 
fatigued, feel too much heat or too 
much cold, that every woman in the 
toom began to hate them both heartily; 
the more ſo, as every man in it ſhewed 
the higheſt approbation of Sophia's con- 
duct, who, with an elegant ſimplicity 
of manners, diſcovered the utmoſt indif. 
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. ference to the gallantries ſhe excited, 
y and received all her lover's aſſiduities 
with ſuch a modeſt deference, that he 
was eveiy moment more and more cap- 
tivated with her. 


. 


As Sophia had not been long reco- 
vered from her illneſs, Sir William in- 
treated her not to exhauſt her ſpirits by 
dancing, and ſhe ſoon retired to fit 
down. She was not ſo fond of that 
exerciſe as moſt ladies are, though ſhe 
acquitted herſelf with the ſame grace 
which accompanied all her actions. If 
ſhe had been ever ſo fond of it, the de- 
ſire to comply with Sir William's every 
requeſt, would have deſtroyed all other 
y conſiderations. 


By the ſide of Mrs. Romney and Mrs, 
Acres, Sir William ſeated her, and 
obliged her to let him throw an hand- 
kerchief over her, that ſhe might not 
catch cold, and never quitted her a mo- 
ment, but when good manners made it 
neceſſary for him to pay ſome civilities 
to the company which he had invited. 
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As they had ſat up beyond their uſual 
hour, they were not early riſers on the 
next morning. Sir William, indeed, 
was ſtirring firſt; ever anxious, ever 
reſtleſs, when abſent from his Sophia, 
be bad no peace but in her preſence. 
The ſeveral interruptions they had met 
with in the courfe of the day, hindered 
them from talking over the diverſion 
of the preceeding night; but as the 
evening was remarkably fine, Sir Wil- 
ham, after ſupper, aſked his Sophia, if 
it would be agreeable to her to take a 
turn or two in cher favourite walk, and 
enjoy the moon's bright ſerenity. 


As Sophia always agreed to every 
thing which he propoſed, ſhe roſe im- 


mediately, and was ready to attend him. 


Incloſing, therefore, her arm in bis, 
they proceeded to a fine gravel-walk, 

with rows of tall limes on each ſide of 
is which being in full bloom, perfumed 
the air around the ſtems, of which the 
woodbines twined their ſweetly ſmelling 
bloſſoms. On the right hand of this 
walk was a little wilderneſs of flower- 


wg 


ET TO 


Mis SOPHIA FANBROOK. iog 


mg ſhrubs, through which a number of 
ſerpentine paths occaſioned a pleaſing: 
perplexity. The left hand was bound- 
ed by an eglantine hedge, in which da- 
maſk roſes were agreeably intermixed ; 
over it was ſeen a near view of the park, 

and beyond that a far-diſtant and exten- 
five proſpect. The nightingales over 
their heads warbled out their love-lorn 
tales, and at the bottom of this fragrant 
alley there was a ruſtic bower, covered 
with various coloured jaſmines, and alÞ 
kinds of odoriferous and aromatic plants, 


In this bower Sir William ſeated his 
dear Sophia; and. with his fond arm 
round her lovely neck, to preſerve her 
from the damps of the evening air, he 
aſked ' her opinioa of the preceding 
night's entertainment, and deſired to- 
know how ſhe liked the company. She 
told him that ſhe ſhould always take a 
great deal of pleaſure in trying to make 
herſelf agreeable to his friends; but 
aſſured him, that her chief ſatisfaction 
aroſe from his and her dear Mrs. Rom- 
ney's company. * Walking in the park 
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and garden here, and ſtrolling about 
the country, continued ſhe, muſic, 
drawing, and above all, the conſtant 
endeavour to deſerve the very great 
regard you have fhewn for me, give 
me far more true pleaſure than the 
mixed (converſation of the moſt fa- 
ſhionable crowd, from which feldom 
ariſes much entertainment, and in 
which we rarely meet with much f1n- 
certy. From the few opportunities 
which J have had of ſeeing what is 
*.called-/ife, IJ have obſerved, that peo- 
ple aſſociate together more from wea- 
« irineſs of chemſelves, than from a de- 
fire to be either ſerviceable or enter - 
* taining to each other; and that 
© own ſex in particular, are fond of go- 
ing about from place to place, rather 
to exhibit their perfons and their fine 
cloaths, than to embellifh their man- 
ners, and improve their minds. As 
© this is my way of thinking, Sir Wil- 
* Ham, you may be ſure that while 1 
have your company, and am ſo happy 
as not only 40 gain but deſerve your 
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* approbation, I ſhall be extremely in- 
different to the reſt of the world.“ 


Sophia, though in the above ſpeech 
ſhe uttered her real ſentiments, could 
not have ſucceeded better, if ſhe had 
made Sir William's inclination her ſole 
ſtudy, in order to make a complete con- 
queſt of his heart. He liſtened to her, 
without interrupting her, till ſhe had 
finiſned it, with the profoundeſt atten- 
tion; and when ſhe ceaſed to ſpeak, with 
his eyes riveted to her face, cried, 
And can you, my dear Sophia, you, 
* who are ſo formed to pleaſe ; you, who 
are ſtill more capable of charming the 
attention by the melody of your 
voice, and the juſtneſs of your ex- 
preſſions, than any woman I ever met 
with; can you, I fay, ſo early in life, 
give up the gay world and all its joys, 
to ſhut yourſelf up in this retired ſpot 
with a doating huſband? Think 
again, my love, and do not be too 
haſty to reſign what almoſt every wo- 
man, eſpecially in the prime ſeaſon of 
life, claims as her inconteſtible right, a 
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right which no woman ſhall more freely 
enjoy than my Sophia,'—— 


And which no woman can leſs en- 
joy than her, cried ſhe. No, Sir Wil- 
liam, my ideas of perfect felicity, if 
there is ſuch a thing really exiſting 
upon earth, are very different from 
thoſe of the generality of my ſex. In 
my poor opinion, it ariſes from the 
regular performance of the domeſtic 
duties, in their proper ſpheres, and in 
the exertion of benevolence to every 
human being. And if you will per- 
mit me to appropriate the greateſt 
part of what your liberality has in- 
tended to beſtow upon me, towards 
relieving the diſtreſſes of the wretched, 
procuring medicines for the ſick, al- 
leviating the miſeries of the aged, and 
inſtructing the younger part of your 
neighbourhood, I ſhall in time hope, 
in ſome meaſure, to deſerve the proofs 
you give me, with the moſt refined 
delicacy, of your beneficent diſpoſition, 


by putting it ſo largely in my power 


to 
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to be inſtrumental in conferring hap- 
pineſs on others. To be fo employed 
will ever give me the ſincereſt delight; 
for I always conſidered benevolence, 
like mercy, the darling attribute of 
heaven.” 


7 @a RES 20 


« Moſt ſtrongly do you confirm the 
juſtneſs of that noble ſentiment, my 
dear Sophia, replied he, by the good- 
neſs of your heart. You raiſe me, by 
your elevated way of thinking, above 
all earthly felicity. I never, never 
thought, I ſhould be thus ſupremely 
happy. In poſſeſſing you, my angel, 
for thou art indeed truly angelic, I ſhall 
not only be the happieſt of men, but 
a much better creature than I had: even 
dared to hope I ſhould ever be. You 
have expanded my ideas, and thrown 
me into a new, a nobler train of think- 
ing. I have been guilty of innumer- 
able follies; but I truſt it is not too 
late to correct my errors; with ſuch a 
miſtreſs I ſhall be a good man, as well 
as a moſt happy one.” 
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+ Why, are you nat ſuch a man al. 
* ready?-ſaid-the, with a ſweet ſimplicity 
of countenance. Yau are, in appear- 
© ance, every thing I with you to be, 
and ſurely you do not deceive me.” 


© Deceive thee! ſaid he, no, thou 
© lovely :innocence, I never deceived 
© thee; 1 would die firſt : but certain- 
© ty, my Sophia, there is great room for 
amendment in us all, particularly in 
© thoſe who have had much commerce 
©.with the gay world, of which you 
© have juſt given ſo lively and fo faith- 
ful a deſereption ;z and I am afraid; 
© when-I.come to look into my own af. 
„fairs, 1 mall find that I have, either 
© through; pride, idleneſs, or inattention, 
undeſignedly oecaſioned many ach- 

©. ang hearts among my neighbours and 
dependants. But be aſſured, my love, 
all theſe faults ſhall be — we and 
cy thy dear, thy bright example. 


A little kind of ruſtling among the 
buſhes in the park, made Sir William 


ſtop here, as he imagined that fome of 
his 


2 „ — 
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his -domeſtics, over-hearing a converſa- 
tion between him and Sophia, had ſtood 
to liſten to it. He made a motion to 
her, for a moment's ſilence, and the 
then preſently heard a female ſay, In- 
« deed, Harry, I muſt go home now; if 
my mother ſhould come to know that 
1 — been at landlord's, ſhe will be 
zn a flery paſſion, that ſhe will.“ This 
little ſpeech, though uttered with a ruſ- 
tic accent, was nevertheleſs pronounced 
in a very pretty voice; and the moon 
ſoon diſcovered a genteelly- made coun- 
try girl, with one of Sir William's foot- 
men, who had her by the hand, and as 
they paſſed along, to quiet her appre- 
kenlions, replied, My dear Betſy, your 
mother need not be in fear of my 
© maſter now; he is well employed at 
© home; we ſhall have a lady Acres ſoon, 
and one of the ſweeteſt · tempered wo- 


men ſhe is in che world.“ 


Sophia ſmiled at this 3 with that 
ſort of ſatisfaction which one always 
feels at hearing one's ſelf praiſed, with 
an aſſurance t that the praiſe beſtowed 


upon 
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upon us comes ſincerely from the heart 
of the ſpeaker, free from all intereſted 
motives. 


The raptures which Sir William felt, 
and would have expreſſed, on finding 
that he had fixed his heart upon an ob- 
ject in which he every moment diſco- 
vered new beauties and virtues, an ob- 
ze& univerſally agreeable, are really 
beyond deſcription. But as his anxiety 
for her preſervation was proportionable 
to the tranſports which her charms'ex- 
cited in him; and as the evening made 
quick approaches, he haſtened her re- 
turn to the houſe, during which ſhe in- 
terrupted his fond effuſions, by aſking 
him who Betſy was, and whether ſhe 
was handſome. She aſked this queſ- 
tion in a very arch manner, and ſeem- 
ed to be rather inclined to rally him 
a little. But Sir William, quite grave, 
declared upon his honour, that he was 
not conſcious of having ever ſeen Betſy 
before. 


When 
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When they came mto the parlour, 
ſhe affected to keep up her ſuſpicions, 
telling Mrs. Romney, with a laughing 
tone, that ſhe did not believe a ſingle 
ſyllable of what Sir William faid; He 
« was certainly, madam, continued ſhe, 
* well acquainted with his tenant's 
daughter, though he pretended ſo 
much 1gnorance about her.” 


As her exceſſive chearfulneſs upon 
this occalion, convinced Sir William 
that ſhe had only a mind to divert the 
ladies at his expence, he laughed alſo in 
his turn; but at length faid, with a ver 
jerious countenance, *© I would give the 
* world, my Sophia, that you were a lit- 
« tle jealous.” And why ſo, my dear 
Sir William?' ſaid ſhe. © I ſhould 


then, replied he, be ſure that you loved 
© me.” | 


And are you not yet ſure of me? 
Believe me, Sir William, jealouſy is 
* not always a proof of love. Suſpi— 
cion is implied in jealouſy, and no man 
can love a woman whom he n 


— e n * 
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If that woman were a Sophia, cried 
© he, not to doat on her would be im- 
« poſſible. O, madam, continued he, 
to Mrs. Romney, if you had but heard 
this ſweet girl juſt now in the arbour, 
you would agree with me, that no- 
thing but the moſt ſtupid inſenſibility 
could have prevented my adoring her, 
and that nothing can ever make me 
happy without her.“ 


K 0-06.40 0 


„Well, well, replied Sophia, ſmiling 
at him, I ſhall to-morrow have a trial 
of your conſtancy; for I will find out 
this Betſy, and if you have not yet 
ſeen her, you poſitively ſhall, for I dare 
+ lay ſhe is very nahe, 


G „ &A 


Atcordingly the next morning the 
waked Mrs. Romney very early, and 
_ her if ſhe would riſe and accem- 

any her in a walk about the village 
before breakfaſt. Her gaod-natured 
friend, who always took a pleaſure in 
obliging her, was particularly ready on 
this occaſion to comply with her requeſt, 
as the ſcheme ſhe propoſed ſo exactly fell 


In 
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in with-her own taſte, roſe directly, and 
they ſet out long before Sir William 
was ſtirring. Sophia having aſked the 
ſervant who attended her to her apart- 
ment the evening before, a few queſ- 
tions which led to an information about 
the above-mentioned young girl whom 
ſhe had ſeen in the park, procured intel- 
ligence which ſerved to direct her to 
the very ſpot where ſhe lived. By that 
intelligence, therefore, having found it, 
ſhe, under pretence of making ſome en- 
quiries about the inhabitants of the 
place, entered into chat with the girl's 
grand-mother. Betly and her mother 
had juſt ſtepped out. 


The old dare, after abundance of 
curtſies and civilities in her well-mear; 
way, aſked them to walk in and fit down 
to reſt themſelves. . Sophia and Mrs. 
Romney accepting af her good-natured 
invitation, found every thing very neat 
and clean in her cottage, * What, you 
* comes from the hall-houfe, ladies, I 
* ſuppoſe, ſaid ſhe. I remember ma- 
dam Romney, ſhe uſed to be down 

* now 
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now and. then, in my old lady's time; 
and J uſed to be backward and for- 
ward, to and again, to lovk after her 
ladyſhip's pheaſants, becauſe as how 
ſhe thought I underſtood them. Ay, 
ſhe was a good lady; I hope ſhe is in 
a better place now; though to be 
ſure, there is not a finer ſeat in all the 
country than Mount Acres: but we 
muſt all go one time or other; I am 
very old myſelf, eighty-four, ma- 
dam, and can but juft crawl] about; 
but poor folks muſt walk as long as 
they can.” 


Well, dame, but you have got a 
daughter, ſaid Sophia, and a grand- 
daughter to work for you, now you are 


* grown old.“ 


Ay, lack- TY cried ſhe, but my 


e 


daughter has got a young family to 
bring up and tend; then we have a 
cow and pigs, and poultry, to look 
after.“ 


Methinks, 
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* Methinks, ſaid Sophia, your grand- 
* daughter is old enough for a good 


* ſervice; why don't you get her into 
Sir William's family?“ 


Ahl the I- d bleſs your dear face, 
« replied the old woman, way that wou!d 
be pretty indeed. I find you docſn's 
* know our Jandlord ;—law—law—why 
* he is the very devil and all at a pretty 
girl; and to be ſure our Betſy is a 
X likely laſs, though I ſay it. L-d, ma- 
dam, why we are forced to ſhut in 
* ali our young women, whenever he is 
down.“ 


Sophia was ready to laugh out at the 
old woman's account of her lover, and 
did not dare to look once towards Mrs. 
Romney, but putting on a very ſerious 
face, replied, Ay, indeed ! that is a fad 
character you give Sir William—well, 
but I hope he is a good landlord ?? 


Pretty well, ſaid ſhe if he overlook- 
ed things himſelf a little more, and 
did not Jeave fo much to that ſteward 


of 
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of his, it would be better for his poor 
© tenants. But, madam, I hope you 
won't ſpeak of what I have been 
* ſaying to you; we all love Sir Wil- 
£ liam very much, and if he ſhould be 
© angry with me for ſpeaking my mind, 
© why he may turn my ſon-in-law out of 
his farm, and then we muſt all go to 
© the pariſh.” 


© Don't be afraid of me, my good 
woman, ſaid Sophia, taking out her 
purſe, I will be your friend, and ſpeak 
to Sir William for you; and pray let 
your grand-daughter come to the hall, 
and enquire for Mrs. Romney ; I will 
anſwer for im, you need not be un- 
der any apprehenſion on his account.” 


" VP 9.0 Re Og 


She then roſe up to go, firſt giving 
the old woman a. crown, which filled her 
honeſt heart with ſo much joy, that ſhe 
deſired leave to ſtop them a moment, 
while ſhe prayed heaven to ſhower 
down bleſſings on that ſweet young 
hady's. head. And then ſhe faid, ſhe 
wiſhed Betſy would come home, becauſe 

ſhe 
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ſhe was a tight clean girl, and ſhe be- 
lieved madam would like her looks. 
She might, continued ſhe, be very 
< well married to Harry, one of Sir 
William's men, who has been her 
ſweet- heart ever ſo long; and the 
« might do very well, if his uncle, who 
was Sir William's game-keeper, would 
give his conſent; but truly, becauſe 
he has got a little money, he is ſo 
proud, that he won't let his nephew 
© mairy a girl with nothing, though ſhe 
is ever ſo good.” 


A 


Well, replied Sophia, and is Harry 
a good-natured ſober fellow, and does 
« Betly like him?! 


© Yes, yes, ſaid the old woman, he is 
* a very ſober young man, and Betſy 
© cannot chuſe but like him, for he has 
been very conſtant to her indeed.” 


Sophia was much pleaſed with the 
plain manner in which the loquacious 
old woman told her tale, and was. bid- 
ding 
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ding her good-morrow, when Betſy ap- 
peared, 


Betſy was a tall genteel girl, about 
eighteen or nineteen, with a very pretty 
modeſt look. Her grand-mother ac- 
quainted her immediately with Sophia's 
goodneſs; and the young woman, be- 
having with great reſpect, promited to 
wait on her at Mount Acres. Sophia 
then taking her dear Mrs. Romney by 


the arm, tripped home to meet Sir Wil- 
liam at breakfaſt, 


When they returned, they could not 
find him in any of the rooms below. 
Mrs. Acres told them, that he had made 
many enquiries after Mils Fanbrook, 
and that on being informed the was gone 
out, he went in ſearch of her. 


This intelligence gave a little check 
to the mirthful air with which Sophia 
came home prepared to accoſt him, be- 
cauſe ſhe feared that he might weary 
himſelf in looking for her to no o purpoſe : 
but ſhe had ſoon the ſatisfaction to ſec 

him 


* 
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him enter the room, though ſomewhat 
out of breath. 


So, my lovely fugitive, ſaid he, 
eis Ong her hand, you have been ramb- 
ling, I find, this morning; but J hope 
the exerciſe has done you good, my 
lite : you have a charming colour, con- 
« tinued he, gazing at her paſſionately 
the whole village is up in arms, about 
* a fine young lady, tne beſt creature in 
the world, who has given dame Dob- 
bins a crown piece. 


Lou ſee, madam, ſaid Sophia laugh- 
ing, to Mrs. Acres, at how trifling an 
* expence I have purchaſed a good cha- 
. 


Why really, anſwered Sir William, 
if a good character is to be bought at 
© {o reaſonable a rate, one would, 1 
think, never be without it. But it 
was not the money merely, my angel; 
« it was thy ſweet attracting perſon, and 
thy engaging affability, which oblige 
every body to love thee. Oh, Sophia, 
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« what an ineſtimable bleſſing art thou 
then to me! 


Indeed, my dear Sir William, re— 
« plied ſhe, 1 ſhall be the very vaineſt 
of all human beings, if you praiſe me 
© ſo extravagantly. Beſides, you don't 
tell me how you like Betſy.” I have 
not ſcen her,“ cried he. Then I do 
not know, ſaid ſhe laughing, as the 
girl is fo handſome, and as you pals 
for ſo dangerous a man in the neigh— 
bourhood, "whether [ ought to truſt you 
with the ſight of her. How would 
you advile me to act, madam ? conti- 
* nued ſhe to Mrs. Acres. Mrs. Rom— 
* ney knows ſhe 1s vaſtly pretty.” 


Sir William, though he was very 
much delighted to ſee Sophia in ſuch 
high ſpirits, was alſo much perplexed 
with a word or two which ſhe had drop- 
ped, though in raillery. He was afraid 
ſhe might have heard {omething to his 
diſadvantage, which might affect her, 
though ſhe endeavoured to conceal 
her diſquictude under a gaiety of be- 

haviour. 
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haviour. He therefore ſat ſilent, with 
his eyes tenderly fixed on her, to ſee if 
he could, by din: of penetration, diſ- 
cover whether ſhe was really as eaſy in 
her mind as ſhe appeared to be. And 
though from the cloſeſt obſervation, he 
found no realon to be alarmed, yet, as 
anxiety is inſeparable from love, and as 
his love was of the moſt violent kind, 
he could neither partake of the break- 
faſt nor the converſation, His tacitu- 
nity and want of appetite, gave Sophia 
an opportunity to continue her ralllery : 
ne told him he was thinking of the 
pretty country maid, He now grew ab- 
ſolutely ſerious, and cried, I ſwear to 
* you, my dear Sophia, by this ſoft 
hand, there is not a woman in the 
* univerle, let her rank, fortune, perſon, 
and accompliſhments, be ever ſo en- 
* eaging, on whom I would beſtow a 
* fingle thought but yourſelf. You are 
the only one I ever loved; I never 
will, I never can, love any other. 
With you | hope to ſpend iy days, 
with the exquiſite ſatisfaction of mak- 
ing, and of beholding you, happy; and 
4 2 « ſhould 


0 
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ſhould I be diſappointed, which hea- 
ven forbid, I ſhall have nothing fur- 
ther to do in this world: life will 
them have no comfort for me; exiſt- 
ence will be a torment.” 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


As he pronounced theſe laſt words 
with ſome difficulty, Sophia thought that 
what ſhe had intended for his diverſion, 
had taken an oppolite turn. She aſſur- 
ed him that ſhe never had the leaſt 
reaſon to doubt either his tenderneſs or 
his truth; and then informed him of 
the hiſtory of his tenant's daughter, 
with ſo many graces, and expatiated fo 
much on the merits of Betſy, her paſſion 
for Harry, and his diſintereſted affection 
for her, that Sir William was quite 
tranſported at the relation of her little 
narrative, and urged her to repeat thoſe 
parts of it in which ſhe expreſſed her 
pity for the lovers. She complied with- 
out the leaſt heſitation, and when ſhe 
had iſhed the repetition of them, he 
* And will it give my tender ſym- 

* parhizing love any degree of pleaſure 

P00 
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to make theſe two young people 
happy? 


K 


"6 


* It will give me a great deal of 
« -pleaiure to ſee you make them ſo, Sir 
William, replied the.” 


* 


* No, my good Sophia, ſaid he, as 
you firſt found out their diſtreſs, it is 
highly proper that your gentle hand 
ſhould raiſe them to felicity.“ When 
he had thus ſpoken, he went into the next 
room, which was his library, from which 
he immediately returned with a rich poc- 
ket-book, filled with ſeveral bank notes. 
* There, my angel, faid he, preſenting 
it to her, I beg you would condeſcend 
to become my almoner, and diſtribute 
theſe notes in what proportion your 


excellent judgment and feeling heart 
* ſhall direct you.” 


* 


** 


6 


Sophia bluſhed; but ſhe bluſhed with 
delight, to ſee now he almoſt prevented 
every wiſh. After paying her gratitude 
to him in the molt amiable manner: 
gut Sir William, ſaid ſhe, it is rather 
63 too 
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too ſoon for me yet to take this agree- 
able office upon me; be ſo kind in 
return then, to keep this treaſure for 
me, and alſo to aſſiſt me in finding out 
* proper objects to ſhare your generous 
bounty, which warms my heart to 
eſteem you more than ever. 


He caught her in his arms, and 
pre fling her to his fond boſom, © Then let 
me prevail on you, my amiable So- 
* phia, ſaid he, to give me a ſtill ſtronger 


proof of the eſteem you bleſs me 


* with, by haſtening the preparation for 


+ that day, which 1s to make you for 


ever mine.“ 


As ſhe could no longer refuſe to 
comply with this requeſt, they agreed 
to ſet out for Mrs. Romney's in the 
following week, as they were to be 
married at Windſor, and then return to 
Mount Acres. | 


This important affair being ſettled, 
Sir William, 1n return for her complaiſ- 


ance, ordered Harry into his library, 
and 
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and queſtioning him about his miſtreſs, 
found his ſtory agreed ſo exactly with 
that which goody Dobbins had related 
to Sophia, that he aſked him how much 
money his uncle expected him to have 
with a wife. The poor fellow, quite 
confounded with his maſter's interroga- 
tions, at laſt replied, that his uncle 
would fain have had him marry farmer 
Bruſhwood's daughter, becauſe the had 
fifty pounds; but that he could not 
fancy her, as ſhe was not good tempered 
Sir William ſmiled, and bid him follow 
him into the parlour, in which Sophia 
was talking to Betſy, Who came accord- 
ing to her order, and coloured exceſ- 
fively at the ſight of Harry. 


* Theſe are the young people, ma- 
* dam, ſaid he to Sophia, whom you 
© wiſhed to make happy. Do me the 
* favour to take out what you think 
proper to beſtow upon them.” 


* Nay, my good Sir William, replied 
* ſhe, her bright eyes gliſtening wit 
G 4 ſatis- 
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ſatisfaction, be ſo kind as to direct 


7 


Mme. 


* You mult be obeyed, madam, ſaid 
he, ſince you will make me the dif- 
tributor of your generoſity, in the 
exertion of which you would yourlelt 
appear to the greater advantage. Do 
you approve of this? ſaid he, taking 
out a twenty and a thirty pound bank 
note.“ © Certainly, replied ſhe, I have 
no pleaſure but in being guided by 
you, Sir.“ He then made Harry ad- 
vance to Sophia, who giving him Betly 
with one hand, and the note in the 


other, told them, ſhe hoped that the ge- 


nerous behaviour of fo good a maſter, 
would make them both happy. 


The young couple were fo aſtoniſh- 


ed, ſo confuſed, and ſo delighted, that 


they could rot find words to exprels 
either their gratitude or their joy, which 


was doubled by coming upon them by 
ſurprize. 


Sir 
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Sir William heard Harry ſay, as they 
went out of the room, Did I not tell 
you, my dear, ſhe was a {weet-temper- 
ed young lady?” 


Sophia's face glowed with the delight 
ſhe felt at having been inſtrumental in 
conferring happinels on two worthy 
young people; and in rendering them at 
the ſame time uſeful members of ſociety, 
and terviceable to their families t and 
Sir William never appeared fo amiable 
in her eyes as at that moment. He, 
ever attentive to read her heart, to pe- 
netrate into its inmoſt receſſes, and to 
obſerve what was paſling there, from 
that inſtant became the beſt of maſters, 
landlords, and neighbours, and was 
adored by all his tenants and domeſtics, 
who ſaid he was the moſt generous man 
in the world; but that his being fo was 
owing to a charming angel from heaven. 

\nd indeed Sophiaz during her ſhort 
ſtay at Mount Acres, made herſelf by 
her affability ſo beloved by the poor, 
and procured fo much uſeful informa- 
tion for Sir William, that he was not 


G5 only 
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only thereby rendered capable of doing 
a great deal of good to others, but laid 
plans, by theſe 1 means, for conſiderably 
improving his own eſtate. So that he 
had undoubtedly, as well as his indigent 
tenants, the ſtrongeſt reaſons to blels his 
beloved Sophia. 


Before they quitted Mount Acres, 
they returned all the civilities Which 
they had received from the families 
around them; Sophia's graceful car- 
riage, modeſty of countenance, and ſtrict 
propriety of conduct, fixed her at latt 
firmly in every body's eſteem, and made 
them deſirous to have her for a neigh- 
bour. 


As there were no ladies at Mr. Bel- 
mont's, Sir William returned that viſit 
alone, and found his friend as much 
charmed with the character of Sophia, 
as he had been with her perſon and man- 
ners. You are going to be the hap- 
« pieſt man in the world, Sir William, 
fſaid he, in the poſſeſſion of that lovely 
girl; but I hope you will not be ab- 
« lolutely 


- 
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ſolutely a Turk, and lock her up from 
us: Our wives and daughters ought 
ſurely to be admitted to her, that 
they may profit by ſo fair an exam- 
ple. But to tell you the truth, Acres, 
as you have been before hand with 
me, ] do not care how little I ſee of 
her, for ſhe has made ſuch an impreſ- 
ſion on me, that I am half afraid to 
truſt myſelf too often in her com- 
pany, for fear of being tempted to be 
falſe to my friend; for, libertine as 
you may think me, Sir William, I am 
of opinion, that a man who ſuffers 
himſelf to deſire the wife of his friend, 
goes too far. But has this bewitch- 
ing gll no ſiſter who reſembles her, 
that I may have it in my power to be 
a good neighbour ?? 


She has a coulin, repl'ed Sir Wil- 
liam, who has a fine perſon, but wants 
the numberleſs attractions of my 
angel.“ 


Well, well, anſwered Belmont, if you 


get her down with you after you are 
G 6 married, 
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married, I will come and pay my con- 


gratulations; if you do not, I dare not 
© venture.” 


Sir William ſmiled at his friend's vi- 
vacity, and took his leave. 


The next morning they left Mount 
Acres, and returned. to Windſor; from 
whence they made frequent viſits to 
London, in order to hurry things for 


the approaching day. 


Mrs. Besfield, though always glad to 
fee them, knew not how to diſpoſe of 
Juliet; for during Sophia's ſtay at 
Mount Acres, ſhe had aſſumed courage 
enough to tell Mr. Somers plainly, that 
ſhe could not love him, and that it would 
be much more generous in him, if he 
really loved her, to give her up, than 
to purſue his addreſſes, to make her 
wretched. She had tried every me- 
thod before ſhe had recourſe to this 
laſt: and Sophia had moſt faithfully 
kept her promiſe ; had both ſpoke when 
in town, and wrote more than once to 

| her 
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her uncle, to intreat him not to oblige 
Juliet to marry a man to whom ſhe 
could not give her heart. But Mr. Bes- 
held, though a good-natured, worthy 
man, had no great notion of thele nice- 
ties 1n love; and Mrs. Besfield called 
them ridiculouſly romantic. And ridt- 
culous Juliet certainly was, and enter- 
tamed romantic ideas, in perſiſting to 
like Sir William: but Mils Weſt de- 
clared ſhe did not think about him, and 
only begged her uncle and aunt would 
make her happy by diſmifling Mr. 


Somers. 


Mr. Somers, indeed, was fo different 

a Character from Sir William, that the 
woman who had once been ſeized with 
an inclination tor the one, could not be 
ſuppoſed to have any prejudices in ta- 
vour of the other. Mr. Somers, though 
an handſome well-made man, was rather 
of the inſipid inſenſible order of beings; 
his character was not liable to any capital 
exceptions, but he was deſtitute of all 
thoſe ſtriking accompliſhments which 
make the belt appear with redoubled 
luſtre, 
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tuſtre. For a woman who wanted a huſ- 
band whom ſhe might govern without 
any trouble, he was indiſputably the 
fitreſt object in the world; tame, tract- 
able, and tranquil. But as Juliet had 
herſelf been ever accuſtomed to obe- 
dience and ſubmiſſion, ſhe had no idea 
of the prodigious felicity which ariſes 
from having a man to manage. The 
ſoftneſs in Mr. Somers's behaviour, for 
which many women would have doated 
on him, made him appear quite filly in 
her eyes, and ſhe could not therefore en- 
dure him. Sir William, by his ſpirited 
carriage, by the agreeable impetuoſity 
in his temper, by the graceful eaſe of all 
his motions, by the ardent expreſſion of 
the moſt extravagant tenderneſs in his 
eyes, whenever he approached his So- 
phia. had inſpired Juliet with paſſions to 
which, till her arrival at Windlor, ſhe 
had been an entire ſtranger. And tho? 
Sir William was to her couſin the moſt 
aſſiduous and moſt ſubmiſſive lover that 
ever exiſted, his a ffiduity and his ſub— 
miſſion were, from the violence of his 
paſſion, confined to her alone, No other 

woman 
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woman received ſuch flattering honours. 
To every other woman there was a 
fierceneſs and an haughtineſs in his be- 
haviour. It was Sophia who rendered 
him gentle ; and by inſpiring him with 
love, fo finely tempered his naturally 
high ſpirit, that few women, unattached 
to another, could reſiſt him. 


Juliet, though ſhe thoroughly felt the 
force of all Sir William's charms, was 
now ſenſibly convinced that ſhe, by ſet · 
ting her heart upon Sir William, ſhould 
ſuffer her life to waſte away in idle ex- 
pectations. She only deſired, therefore, 
to remain unmarried, till ſhe met with 
a lover more agreeable to her than Mr. 
Somers; who finding that he made no 
| progreſs in his affections, withdrew his 
viſits, having firſt told Mr. Besfield, 


that he faw no poſſibility of gaining the 


young lady's eſteem, 


As Mr. Somers bore her refuſal with 
great compoſure, and appeared to re- 
ceive his diimiſhon ſo very philoſophi— 
cally, Mr. Besfield allo became inclin- 
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ed to think that he never had been vio- 
lently in love with his niece, and there- 
fore teaſed her no more about him. 


Juliet therefore being now no longer 
able to form hopes of the man ſhe liked, 
and having got rid of the man with 
whom ſhe was diſguſted, became more 
eaſy in her mind, and conſequently more 
chearful in her temper, than ſhe had 
been tor ſome time. 


Sophia's cloaths were now all mak- 
ing, and Mrs. Acres, who returned home 
when they ſet out for Windlor, arrived 
in a few days after to ſee her there, and 
brought a very fine pearl necklace and 
ear-rings, together with a ſet of diamond 
{tars to wear upon her ſtomacher. 


Sir William, charmed with theſe 
proofs of his aunt's approbation of his 
angel, overwhelmed her with civilities 
and Sophia expreſſed her grateful ac- 
knowledgments in a manner peculiar to 
herſelf. The affection which Sir Wil- 
lam now ſhewed Mrs. Acres was pleai- 

ig 
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ing to Sophia; but it made her at the 
ſame time reflect with more ſeriouſneſs 
than ever, on the numberleſs favours ſhe 
had received, and the affectionate marks 
of friendſhip which ſhe was continually 
receiving from her dear Mrs. Romney. 


Shall 1 not, ſaid ſhe, in a little ſoli- 
loquy, try to do ſomething for my 
beft friend, to whom I am indebted 
for this exceſs of liberality? If I let 
ſlip the preſent opportunity, perhaps 
I may not have another, Perhaps I 
may not long poſſeſs Sir William's 
heart fo entirely as I now do. Men 
are frequently ſeen to change, and 
moſt frequently, when their paſſions 
are in the moſt violent agitation.” 


* 


unzr,„ wy LS MW Ss TA 


In this abſtracted ſituation ſhe ſtood, - 
abſorbed in thought, at the parlour 
window. Sir William came cloſe be- 
hind her, and throwing his arm round 
her, aſked her what was the ſubject af 
her ruminations. * Have I diſturbed 
* you, ſaid he, in the midſt of a pro- 
« found 
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found reverie ?* for ſhe ſtarted as ſoon 
as ſhe felt herſelf embraced by him. 


No, my dear Sir William, replied 
ſhe, with a lively but ſupplicating look, 
you come moſt agreeably to my 
« wiſhes, for I have one more favour to 
« ſolicit, in which I am very much in- 


a £& 


* tereſted, if you are not weary of grant- 


ing my requeſts. 


Can I ever be tired, my dear Sophia, 
of making you happy? No- Wrong 
me not ſo much as to think ſo. Speak, 
my love; open your gentle heart to 
* your lover, friend, and I may add, 
* huſband, Let not its ſhghteſt wiſhes 
© be concealed, for its every wiſh ſhall 
be gratified. You need not aſk, my 
* Sophia, am not I and every thing in 
my poſſeſſion at your command? 


How very, very good you are! ſhe 
replied, ſweetly ſmiling on him; but 
do you know that I have not Be 
leaſt deſire to command? It will giv 

me always more pleaſure to be olg 


ed 


G6 


— 


Miss SOPHIA FANBROOK. 129 


ed by my dear Sir William. May 
© he have ever the power to beſtow fa- 
| * yours, and may his grateful Sophia 
© ever feel her fond heart throb when 
© ſhe receives them, as ſhe does at this 
«< inſtant, with every ſoft, with every 
tender ſenſation!? 


| 


* 
N 
* 
1 
1 
: * 
n 9 
1 
+4 : 
. 
l 
"2 
* 
1 
; 
: * 
* © 
C7 
: 1 
1 j 
XX 7 
Y 
N 
| N 
1 | 
11 it 
'S. 1 
1 
? | 
1 N 
* 
/ : p 
© | 
. 1 
4 13 
4} | 
: . 
: . 
. 
- .0 
= 


As ſhe appeared to be more melted 
at the cloſe of this ſpeech than he had 
ever ſcen her before, the effect which 
the ſtrong marks of her extreme ſenſi- 

| bility had on him may be eaſily 1magin- 
ed - but by thoſe only who have feeling 
3 hearts. 


} 

; Sir William ſtood gazing at her for 
| ſome time, in a fixed attitude, motion- 
=: 
1 


Jeſs, and unable to utter a ſyllable, or to 
vent even a ſigh. Words at laſt found 
a paſſage, and the exceſſive warmth of 
affection, in the language he made uſe 
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- of in the communication of them, made i 
t ample amends for the delay, which the 1 
e fulneſs of his heart had occaſioned. 1 
e Surely, my Sophia, ſaid he, it is not 1 
g in my power, let your requeſt be what | 
| ff 1 
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1 


* 


"0 


it will, to return the ſupreme delight 
you have juſt now given me.” 


Les, ſhe anſwered with a vivacity, 
you can, you.can indeed, by ſettling 
ſomething handſome on my dear, my 
valuable friend, and your own kind 
aunt Mrs. Romney. Had I not Known 
her, I ſhould not have known my 
good, my amiable Sir William. I am 
well aſſured that her income is by no 
means ſuitable to her merit; and as 
ſhe is contented with it, though it is 
but ſmall, ſne therefore doubly de- 
ſerves an addition to it. Your mar- 
riage will cut off the expectations ſhe 
might naturally have entertained, if 


you had remained ſingle; but whieksl 


dare ſay ſhe never formed. Conlider, 
Sir William, what you owe, and what 
J owe to this excellent woman: ſhe 1s 


a treaſure, and cannot be too highly 
elteemed,” | 


© Say, ſay no more, my love, cried 
the tranſported Sir William — yer 
ſpeak on for ever; for every word 
| Which 
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« which falls from your ſweet lips has 
a new charm in it. What you have 
© ſo kindly mentioned, ſhall immediately 
be thought of thought of ?—it ſhall be 
c immediately done. I ought to have re- 
© flected on it before. Such refined ſen- 
* timents are reſerved for my Sophia 
© alone, and could only be excited by 
the moſt delicate ſenſations.” 


The entrance of Mrs. Romney pre- 
vented them from ſaying any more on 
this ſubject, Sir William went on the 
next day to London, and brought back 
an abſtract of a ſettlement of 2001. a 
year on his aunt Romney for her life. 
He juſt ſhewed the ſum to Sophia, for 
her approbation, who was going to ex- 
preſs her ſatis faction in the molt lively 
terms. No, my love, I forbid all ac- 
* knowledgments; I want none, either 
* from you, or from my dear aunt.* And 
putting the paper into the hand of the 
latter, faid, If you are at all pleaſed with 
* me, madam, ſhew it by your repeated 
acts of triendſhip to that beſt of crea- 

6s. tures”, 
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* tures,' pointing to Sophia, and went 
immediately out of the room. 


Mrs. Romney, quite ſurprized, could 
not tell what to make of their behavi- 
our, and endeavoured to detain Sopnia, 
who followed Sir William, in order to 
be acquainted with the contents of the 
paper; but ſhe could not prevail upon 
her to ſtay. Sophia ran out after her lover, 
and left her good friend to look over it 
by herſelf ; nor did ſhe come near her till 
ſupper, when ſhe could not avoid it. 


Mrs. Romney, not having in the leaſt 
expected what was put into her hands, 
was quite aſtoniſhed at the peruſal of ir, 
and went inſtantly in ſearch of her two 
worthy young friends, but found only 
her nephew; Sophia having made her eſ- 
cape up ſtairs. 


When Sir William had heard all the 
effuſions of gratitude, which his aunt 
on this occaſion poured out very copi- 
ouſly, he ran out into ſuch exalred 
panegytics on his Sophia, that Mrs. 

Romne! 4 
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Romney felt more true delight in hav- 
ing conduced to bring two people toge- 
ther, who ſeemed to be ſo happily form- 
ed for each other, and to make every 
body happy about them, than ſhe could 
have felt at ſeeing her income doubled 
or trebled. 


When Sophia came down to ſupper, 
Mrs. Romney went up to her, with a de- 
ſign to expreſs the high ſenſe ſhe had 
of her friendſhip; but that amiable girl 
taking her round the neck, and molt en- 
gagingly ſmiling, ſaid, My dear, dear 
« aunt, do not let us talk now; I want 


my ſupper.” 


This fond title of aunt, and her be- 
witching manner of bringing it out, 
quite tranſported Sir William, and al- 
moſt intoxicated him with joy. He 
catched her rapturouſly from the arms 
of Mrs. Romney, and cried, My dear 
* madam, though I have the ſincereſt 
regard for you, yet this is too much 
for me; I cannot fit ſtill, and be a 
tame Jooker on: I muſt have my ſhare 
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* of my Sophia's endearments ; you muſt 
* notengrols them all.” 


Sophia laughed heartily at his ſerious 
face, and giving him her hand, I hope, 
ſaid ſhe, you are not jealous of my dear 
aunt, Sir William; 


Never, my love, he replied, can J 
be ſo, while you join with me in call- 
ing her by that affectionate name, but 
with which, continued he, looking at 
her with a paſſionate air, I ſhall not be 
thoroughly ſatisfied, till ſhe has a legal 
right to it.” 


* 


4 EE 00 


Theſe three happy people, who only 
waited till all things were ready to com- 
plete their felicity, received, on the fol- 
lowing day, a letter from Mrs. Acres's 
ſteward, giving an account of her hav- 
ing been ſuddenly ſeized with the gout 
in her ſtomach the preceding day, 
which, notwithſtanding all immediate 
and proper advice, had carried her off 
in the middle of the night; and defiring 
directions how to proceed, as ſhe had or- 

dered 
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dered him, ſome time before ſhe was 
taken ſo ill, to ſend directly to her ne- 


phew, as ſoon as ſhe dicd, as ſhe had ap- 


pointed him ſole heir. 


This intelligence greatly diſtreſſed and 
diſconcerted Sir William; for bis aunt's 


late affectionate behaviour to his Sophia 
had very much changed his opinion in 
her favour. Beſides, he was now under 
a neceſſity of leaving his dear girl for 
ſeveral hours at a time, to look a little 
into her affairs, as her fortune was con- 
ſiderable. To increaſe his mortification, 
though they were far from deſiring to 
increale it, Sophia and Mrs. Romney 
both told him, that it would not be pay- 
ing a proper reſpect to his aunt's me- 
mory, to hurry on the marriage till a 
decent time after her death. 


This delay was, beyond expreſſion, 
irkſome to Sir William; but Sophia, 
who ſaw his vexation, and pitied it, ſaid 
every thing in her power to render him 
calm and compoſed, and to leſſen the 


diſagreeableneſs of his ſituation. 
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As the houſe in which Mrs. Acres 
generally reſided was not above a three 
hours drive from Windſor, Sir William 
was ſoon there and back again, for h's 
carriage always flew upon theſe occa- 
ſions. While he was abſent, Sophia 
wrote to her uncle Besfield, to inform 
him of this event, and to tell him thar 
ſhe had deſired Sir William to poſtpone 
their marriage for a ſhort time our of 
decency, as "the late Mrs. Acres had 
been very generous to them both. T his 
letter produced an anſwer of approba- 
tion; but it contained allo a ſtrict injunc- 
tion not to make Sir William wait longer 
than was abſolutely neceſſary. 


As Sophia now concealed nothing 
from her lover, he read the latter part 
of Mr. Besfield's letter with particular 
ſatisfaction, and ſaid, © I hope now, my 
Sophia, you want no inducement to 
* obey your uncle.“ She affured him 
that no inducement was wanting, and 
that ſhe was really ſorry that any thing 
had happened to retard his happineſs. 
This was ſo obliging an anſwer, that 

Sir 
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Sir William bore the delay with much 


| come patience than could be expected 
om a man with his warm paſſions: 


but indeed, an intimate acquaintance 


with the virtues of his Sophia, had made 
him abſolutely a new creature ; her ſoft- 
neſs of diſpoſition, her evenneſs of tem- 
per, her affability, and her benevolence, 
all united, wrought a moſt ſurprizin 


alteration in him, and tuned his ſoul to 


harmony and peace. 


Sophia did alſo every thing in her 


power to make the time appear leſs 


tedious to Sir William; ſhe never left 
him; ſhe ſung, ſhe played to him; ſhe 
exerted all her {kill in drawing to en- 
tertain him; ſhe walked with him, rode 


out with him, whenever he defired her 
company. 


In one of their riding excurſions, af- 
ter they had been taking a view of a 
very tine ſeat which had received ſome 
new embelliſhments, accompanied by 


Mrs. Romney in the chariot, juſt es they 


made their approach to that lady's houſe, 
FH 2 Sir 
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Sir William as ſtopped: Dy nn 
of his een her, who kept him: ſome- 
time jn chat, As, Sophia rode gn, the! 
ſervant followed her, and, within a few 
yards of Mrs. Romney's door, they per- 
ceived a gentleman on the ground, juſt 
thrown from his horſe, with his ſervant 
diſmounted to aſſiſt him. | 


Sir Wilnam' 8 man, who Was afraid 
that Sophia' s horſe might ſtaxt and throw 
her off, begged that ſhe would let him 
take her down, for fear of an accident, 
She, who had never alighted from her 
horſe. but in. Sir William's arms, was un- 
willing to get off. However, on hear- 
ing the gentleman? s ſervant cry out that 
his maſter was dead, and call aloud for 
aſſiſtance, ſhe was exceſſively frightened, 
and therefore laying her hand upon. 
John's ſhoulder, cally ſid from her 
horſe. 


Þ By this time ſhe was near the ſtranger 
on the ground, ſo near as to have a full 
view of him, Which proved fatal She 
turned as pale as death at the ſight, 
ſcreamed, 
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ſereamed, and funk to the earth. Sir 


William was at this inſtant arrived. 


Seeing his adored Sophia in this: ſitua— 


tion, he leaped from his horſe, ran to 
her, and railing her in his arms, cried, 
* Heavens, my: dear creature, what: can 
0 have cauſed this accident??? 

Sophia, now come to herſelf, caſting 
her eyes once more towards the gentle- 
man, and then hiding her face in Sir 
William's boſom, as if ſhe could not 
b-ar' ſo horrid a light, exclatined, 0 
Beecher | Beeeher | wet 

To deſeribe what Sir William felt at 
this moment, is beyond the power of 
language. Hiz agonies were truly un- 
utterable: he looked diſtraction; he 
folded her in his arms; he e begged her 
to be compoſed. 


Mrs. Romney, having quitted the 
chice, began to alliſt Sir Willam and 
ang in railing Sophia, in order to lift 
er into it. But as ſoon as ſhe was upon 
her feet, ſne ran towards the place where 


H 3 Mr, 


350 The HISTORY of 


Mr. Beecher's man, with the aſſiſtance of 
Mrs. Romney and Sir William's ſer- 
vants, had got his maſter from the 
ground. They carried him along like 
a corpſe, to Mrs. Romney's houſe, who, 
with an,admirable preſence of mind, or- 
dered him thither, that ſhe might be 
certain of coming herſelf at the truth 
of this affair, and whether the unfortu- 
nate gentleman was really Mr. Beecher, 


Sir William in vain endeavoured to 
keep back Sophia from the fight of fo 
ſhocking an object; but he was not 
quick enough. She had another, a ſtill 
nearer view of him, upon which, throw- 
ing vp her eyes to heaven, and claſping 
her hands together, —“ My G-d, laid ſhe, 
in the molt triſtful accent, has he then 
lived till now, to periſh in this dread- 
ful manner?” 


Here her voice and ſtrength both 
failed her, and ſhe ſunk into Sir Wil- 
liam's arms, who, with John's help, litr- 
ed her into the chariot, and followed 
her, holding her faſt, till they got to 

| Mrs. 


Miſs SOPHIA FANBROOK. 151 


Mrs. Romney's door ; then carried her 
into the parlour, and laid her on the 
ſopha. 


Beecher had been, by Mrs. Romney's 
orders, carried up ſtairs, and placed 
upon a bed. A ſurgeon was immedi— 
ately ſent for. While they waited for 
him, Mrs. Romney aſked the ſervant 
who his maſter was, from whence he 


came, and whither he was going. His 


name, he faid, was Edward Beecher, of 
Roſe- Hill in ſhire. He told her, 
that his maſter had been abroad for 
ſome months in France and Italy, and 
was now come to Windſor in fearch of a 
young lady, a Miſs Fanbrook, whom he 
had long loved, 


This news was ſufficiently alarming 
to poor Mrs. Romney, who ſhuddered 
both for her nephew and Sophia. She 
muſtered up ſpirits enough, however, to 
alk the ſervant if his maſter had never 
been married. To which queſtion he 
replied, that he was very ſure he never 
had been; for though, ſaid he, I have 
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lived with him but two months, I was 
told ſo by a former ſervant, who at- 
tended him from England, and is now 
ſick in Italy, where my maſter left 
him well provided for, becauſe his im— 
patience to ſee this lady would rot 


permit him to ſtay till he was able to 
« travel.” 


Ly 


"A 


* 


While Mrs. Romney procured this in— 
telligence above, Sophia appeared to be 
rather dead than alive below. Sir Wil- 
liam was very aſſiduous on his knees, in 
making uſe of every argument to admi- 
niſter conſolation to her, as ſhe lay re- 
clined on the ſopha, and in offering to 
ker ſalts and drops; but ſhe paid no re- 
eard to his conſolatory expreſſions, nor 
would ſhe accept of any thing which 
he had recourſe to for the reſtoration of 
her ſpirits. Railing herlelf from the re- 
clined poſture ſhe was in, with an inex- 
preſſible wildneſs in her looks, ſhe ſtar- 
ed at him, while ſhe preſſed his hand, 
with inconceivable tenderncſs, and ſaid, 
My dear, dear Sir William, I am con- 
 vinced that I give you an infinite deal 
« of 
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of pain; it racks my heart to ſee you 
© ſuffer ſo much upon my account; 
but, continued ſhe, put yourſelf for a 
moment in my place: To fee the man 
© of whom I was once 1o-fond-; whom [ 
once ſo tenderly loved; whom thought 
dead, brought to die before my eyes; 
6 thiok, think, Sir William, What a 
* horrid ſight this muſt be, and pity my 
« diſtrels, too exquiſite to be deleribed!* 


* My love, my deareſt Sophia, ſaid 


Sit William, whoſe heart-{trings were 
ready to break to ſee her in ſo dread- 
full an agony, be compbſed; I do, I do 


pity you; heaven knows the anguiffl 


of my ſoul at this diſtreſsful moment; 
« | feel all your ſufferings, ſtrongly feel 
them. Would to G. d, continued he, 
looking earneſtly up wich li fred hands; 
©: would to; Gd. I could be in. che place 
© of ithis. dear lamented Beecher, if my 
being in it would reſtore the tranqui- 
© lity of your'mind But, my dear So- 
Phi, package he 1 is not dead.“ , 


Not 
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Not dead! cried ſhe' there ſhe 
ſtopped— After a ſhort pauſe—“ Well, 
« what then? continued ſhe, he can be 
nothing to me, nor I to him. O 
© Beecher, Beecher, why did J not ſee 
you before? Why, why do | ſee you 
now? But it is all my own fault, 
I only am to blame; my own fooliſh 
conduct has loaded me with all this 
miſery.* 


& TE TY MY 


Here a deep-fetched ſigh ſtopped her 
ſpeech ; ſhe ſunk, quite oppreſſed with 
the weight of her complicated grief, into 
Sir William's arms, who preſſed her to 
his boſom, little leſs agitated than her 
own; and could only beg her to be pa- 
tient. He really began now, as _ as 
his diſturbed imagination would 
him leave, ta think that there had 5 
ſome great miſtake concerning Beccher, 
and that the accounts both of his mar- 
riage and his death were equally falte. 
The admiſſion of theſe thoughts, with 
the agonies he felt at hearing her ſo 
pathesically lament the loſs of him, al- 
moſt 


—_— 


a 
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moſt deprived him of his ſenſes. The 
diſtreſſes, however, of his Sophia, which 
he ſo truly compaſſionated, would not 
let him dwell upon his own. Make 
yourſelt eaſy, my dear angel, cried he, 
it is poſſible that he may yet live: if 
he recovers, and ſtill deſerves this un- 
exampled tenderneſs, you ſhall be 
made happy, though the ſurrender of 
you 1s purchaſed with my life.” 


* 


CC 


This generous offer was neither un- 


heard, nor diſregarded by Sophia; ſhe 
tighed mournfully, and looking at her 
lover with eyes in which grief and love, 
the moſt poignant grief, and. the moſt 
tender love, were painted in the ſtrongeſt 
colours, Oh! Sir William, ſhe cried, 
* you are too good. Why did you ever 
* know me? Why did I come into the 
© world to occaſion nothing but trouble 


and unealineſs to thoſe who love me?“ 


As the ſurgeon was now performing 
his operations on Mr. Beecher, Mrs. 
Romney came down to Sophia, who-juſt 
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raiſed her eyes, and ſaid faintly, © Is he 
dead, madam ?? 
$54 

I cannot tell, my dear, ſaid Mrs. 
Romney; the ſurgeon is gone to ſce 
him; I have left his ſervant to al- 
ſiſt. But you are very much out 
of order yourſelf, my dear Sophia; let 
me perſuade you to go up to your 
chamber, and try to take ſome reſt ; 
you may be aſſured that all poſſible 
care will be taken of Mr. Beecher. 


* * * * * * S* a1 


When ſhe mentioned the name of 
Beecher, ſhe caſt a very intelligent, but 
melancholy look at Sir William, the 
meaning of which he but too well, for 
his own peace, comprehended. He had, 
however, ſpirits enough left to perſuade 
his Sophia to comply with her friend's 
requeſt, and to endeavour to ſooth her 
ſorrows by ſleep. 


No, Sir William, ſaid ſhe, let me, 
© I beſeech you, hear the deciſion of his 
fate where I am, I ſhall have more 

| courage 


A 
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courage when you are with me,” con- 
tinued ſhe, gazing earneſtly at him, 


My deareſt life, he anſwered, moſt 
fervently do I wiſh that I could give 
thee every kind of comtort.” 


* 


Madam, ſaid he, turning to Mrs. 
Romney, I beg you would enquire 
what the opinion of the ſurgeon is, 
that my Sophia may be the ſooner out 


of her pain.“ She immediately with- 
drew. 


AR A * * 


Out of that, ſaid ſhe, I ſhall 


© never be.“ 


Why, why, my dear creature?“ Sir 
William interrupted eagerly. 


© Becaule, ſaid ſhe, whatever be his 
fate, I mult be miſerable. 


* 


Say not ſo, my Sophia, cried her 
fond lover ; you flattering told me but 


* 


* 


power to make you happy; did yeu 
« then, 


a few hours ago, that it was in my 
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« then, my love, deceive me when you 
«* ſaid ſo?? 


Ah, no! cried ſhe, I never intended 
© todeceive you, Heaven is my witnels ! 
letting fall a ſhower of tears—never, 
© neverto deceive you; but we have been 
all unfortunately in an error.“ 


Mrs. Romney came down again, and 
faid to Sophia, Make yourlelt eaſy, my 
* cear, there is no danger. The ſur— 
* geon ſays he was only ſtunned with his 
* tall; he has bled him; he is quite come 
to himſelf, and has ſpoken to me; but 
« he muſt keep his bed till to-morrow, 
* and then he hopes to find himſelt 
pretty well.” 


Thank G-d, thank G-d, cried So- 
© phia, wiping her: rears; then, if you 
* pleaſe, madam, I will go up ſtairs. Sir 
William will be ſo good as to pardon 
me, if | have ſhewn too much concern 
and anxiety for poor Beecher, I have 
now nothing elle to beſtow on him, 
added ſhe, weeping again, This is the 
« parting 


* 


* 
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« parting pang : to-morrow, Sir Wil- 
© liam, 1 ſhall be entirely yours.” 


Sir William, exceedingly moved to 
ſee her in this condition, preſſed her cold 


hand to his lips with an inexpreſſible 


ardor; and with his eyes bathed in tears, 
unable to utter a word, ſaw Mrs. Rom- 
ney lead her to her own apartment. 


As ſoon as ſhe was out of fight, he 
threw himſelf into the ſeat which ſhe 
had juſt quitted, and gave a free vent 
to the diſtraction which his mind had 
laboured under from the commencement 
of this event. 


Mrs. Romney, when ſhe had feen So- 
phia put to bed, and had given her or- 
ders to her ſervant to wait in the room, 
but on no account to ſpeak to her, ex- 
_ cept ſhe ſtirred or ſpoke, went down to 
Sir Willtam, whom ſhe found in a much 


more pitiable condition than Sophia 


WAS, 


« Oh! 
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Oh! madam; ſaid he, how have 
vou left that adorable creature? What, 
* what am I to think of this unexpect- 
ed event?“ 


VUnexpected indeed, Mrs. Romney 
< replied, with a ſigh; J am really. quite 
* confounded at it. I fincerely wiſh, 
my dear Sir William, that you had 
been married before it happened. But 
© who could forelee* 


No, madam, ſaid he, with a diſcon- 
« ſolate air, Providence, who ſtill watches 


© over this angel of a woman, and who 


* knows that 1 could not make her as 
happy as ſhe ought to be, brought 
her beloved Beecher for that purpoſe. 
I muſt give her up, madam : I will fee 
her made happy by another, though | 
cannot make her ſo myſelf: if I loſe 
my life: by the violence which I offer 
to my inclinations, I will give her up, 
in order to make her happy. 


"RA oo” WR” FE Ie 


Do not, my dear Sir William, throw 
yourſelf into deſpair, nor be in ſuch a 
« hurry 


GS 


* 


o 


be yours, thou 
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hurry to be unhappy. We yet know 
little more than his ſervant has told 
us. Perhaps Mr. Beecher himſelf may 
not chuſe to marry her after her en- 
gagement with you. Nay, Sophia 
herſelf. I think, if I know her tho- 
roughly, will Keep her word till, and 

gh the ſtruggle between 
love and honour gives her tender heart 
a great deal of pain. 


Can I then, replied Sir William, 
pretend to love her as I ought, and 
ſee her labour under any difficulty, of 
a nature ſo injurious to her future: fe- 
licity ?? No, madam, no; ſhe- loves 
Beecher, {till ſhe loves him, paſſionately 
loves him; her looks, her words, her 
actions, all, all confirm the truth of 


what I ſay, She has never loved'me; 


what I fooliſhly miſtook for love, was 
nothing but gratitude; nothing bur 
compaſſion z nothing but friendſhip. 
She may eſteem me perhaps, but how 
faint, how cold were all, her regards 
for me, compared with thoſe which 
ſhe has now ſhewn for Beecher! F * 

the 
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* the natural benevolence of her heart 
* ſhe pitied the miſery which ſhe faw me 
« endure on her account; ſhe gave me 
«* pity, ſhe could not give me, what I 
© molt wanted, love. 1 may, it is pro- 
* bable, ſtill excite her pity, but I can 
never now hope for any thing elle.” 


The agonies which ſhook his whole 
frame, while he uttered this deſponding 
ſpeech, and the ſighs and tears with 
which it was accompanied, almoſt diſ- 
trated Mrs. Romney, becauſe it was 
not in her power to afford him any com- 
fort. She fat, therefore, weeping by his 
fide, and upbraiding herſelf with having 
been the unlucky occaſion of his be- 
coming acquainted with Sophia. 


Oh! do not, my dear aunt, ſaid he, 
do not accuſe yourſelf ; you are in no 
ſhape to blame; if my acquaintance 
with this dear lovely girl has cauſed 
me a great deal of pain, it has allo 
given me all the joys I ever knew in 
life. The pangs which I ſuffered in 
ſeeing her unhappy, were over-bal- 
© lanced 
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lanced by the tranſports I felt when I 
ſaw her pleaſed with my aſſiduities to 
give her pleaſure. It is ſtill in my 
power to make her eyes ſparkle with 
Joy, and her charming boſom flutter 
with delight, and I will do all I can 
to make her as happy as ſhe deſerves 
to be, I ſhall, 1 know, be for ever 
wretched in doing ſo; but to promote 
my lovely, my adored Sophia's happi- 
neſs, I will learn to bear my own 
wretchedneſs with patience and reſig- 
nation.“ | 


> @' ® aa: 0a; &  @& — T—>s 


In this manner he paſſed the greateſt 
part of the night, before Mrs. Romney 
could prevail on him to go to reſt; and 
even then, he only threw himſelt on his 
bed. That good lady, frighted and un- 
ealy, walked backwards and forwards 
from his room to Sophia's, not caring to 
leave either of them alone, nor indeed to 
truſt them to their ſervants. 


As to Sophia, ſhe never cloſed her 
eyes the whole night, but ſpent it in 
ſighs and tears. Mr. Beecher, who had 
o ccaſioned 
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vccalzoned all ithis diſtreſs, wa 1 much 
the moſt compoſtd of the three. He 
now felt very little. inconvenience from 
his fall, and his thoughts were far more 
engroſſed by his: love than his difaſter. 

As ſoon as his ſervant was alone with 
him, having like a true ſervänr- heard all 
the ſecrets of the family in the kitchen, 
he opened his budget, and told him the 
ſituation of every individual in it; and 
Mr. Beecher had the ſatisfaction to find, 
from Thomas's intelligence that his So- 
phia ſtill loved him tenderly. but to 
account for the report of his marriage 
and his death, he was uttechy at u- lots, 
and therefore ordered his man, When he 
thought Mrs. Romney was ſtirring, to 
let her know that he defired the favour 
of e to her. 


Mrs. Romney was ſo manch taken up 
with her nephew and Sophia, that it 
was late before ſhe could: comply with 
Mr. Beecher's requeſt, whoſe ſurgeon 
having been with him, and given him 
leave to riſe, he waited for the arrival 
of. that — in an eaſy. chair, in the 
b. apartment 
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apattment Which ſhe ohad allotted to 
him. 211 „ ni gun HV etch 

{Sophie — this time A ped with the 
violent agitation of her mind, was fallen 
in o a ſlumber. Sir William was come 
down in the parlour as diſtracted as 
ever, but received great pleaſure from 
hearing that Sophia was capable of tak- 
ing 4 tele rell. 

Mrs. Deer as Sophia was in a- 
ſlumber, and Sir William thereby ren- 
dered more compoled, went to Mr. 
Beecher, whom ſhe now Werne re- 
cognized, and knew him to be the ſame 
perl n who had, paſſed by her fo haſtily- 
upon the Terrace, in the beginning of 
her acquaintance with ph 


He roſe at her entrance, made a great 
number of apologies for the trouble he 
had occaſioned in her family, and beg- 
ged to know it ſhe had. not a young 
lady with her, Miſs Sophia Fanbrobk. - 
I have the highelt-regard for her, aid 
« he, and intreat you to let me ſee her.“ 

His 
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His manner of accoſting her had 
ſomething very engaging in it. His ad- 
dreſs was very agreeable and polite ; his 

rſon was pleaſing, and together with 
his addreſs, ſtrongly prepoſſeſſed Mrs. 
Romney m his favour, notwithſtanding 
the uneaſineſs which ſhe ſuffered on Sir 
William's account. Having, however, 
determined her behaviour, the rephed, 
though with an air which ſhewed a re- 
luctance to refuſe him, Many things, 
Sir, have happened ſince you ſaw the 
« young lady you mentioned (who is 


indeed at preſent with me) which 


© make it neceſſary for me to know the 
© realon why you have neither ſeen 
© her nor wrote to her in ſo long a 
© eime.”- 


* You may perhaps, madam, he an- 
ſwered with a ſigh, pronounce ſentence 
againſt me; and | may, perhaps, find 
an enemy where I hoped to meer 
with a friend. But from a juſt ſenſe 
which | have of all your favours, and 


To = We 


to my dear Miſs Fanbrook, I find 


mwyſe!r 


_ 2 * 


the great deſire I have to clear myſelt 
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« mylclf irrefiſtibly urged to act with 


the urmolt ſincerity towards you.” 


He then began his ſtory, and told 


her all that has already been related by 
Sophia, on her firit acquaintance with 
Mrs. Komney, till he came to that period 
at which ſhe was obliged to break off, 
and thus continued: 


* 


8 


When I found, madam, that nei- 


ther my prayers nor 1ntreaties could 


procure me a ſight of my dear Sophy, 
but that the obſtinately refuſed to ſee 
me, I grew half diſtracted. Receiv- 
ing, however, a letter which requir- 
ed my immediate preſence at Roſe- 
Hill, | fer out, recommending the 
deareit object to me in the world, to 
the care of her uncle and aunt, and 
propoſed to return in a few days, hop- 
ing to behold an alteration for the 
better in her health, and to find a turn 
in her diſpoſition in my behalf. As 
ſoon as I got home, the anxiety and 
unealineſs under which I had labour- 
ed, threw me into a violene fever. 


I was, 
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I was, I believe, deprived of my ſenſes 
by it; for. the firſt objects I ſaw about 
my bed, were my friend Mr. Ranſom, 
and a young lady who lived with him, 
and who paſſed for a relation of his. 
[ demanded, eagerly, news of my 
Sophia; he told me, that ſhe was re- 
covered. and gone out of town for the 
air; but as ſhe was determined never. 
to ſee me again, her friends refuled to 


inform him where ſhe was. This 


news hurried on a relaple, and though 
I preſerved my ſenſes, and underwent 
a tedious confinement, during which 
the fickleneſs of my Sophia gave me 
the greateſt uneaſineſs, I grew better, 
and determined to go to town, and to 
endeavour to find her out, and learn 
from her own. lips the cauſe of her un- 
kind, ungentle treatment. From this 
reſolution my friend Ranſom very 
much diſſuaded me, telling me that [ 


never could be happy with a woman 


of ſo capricious a temper, and that' 
there were many women, handſomer 
than ſhe now was, who would think: 


themſelves” happy 1 in my love; giving: 


me 


4 


EO. PF: 


Miſs SOPHIA FANBROOK. 169 


* me at the ſame time broad hints, that 
Miſs Sally, who had conſtantly, but as 
I thought very unneceſlarily, attended 
me during my ilineſs, would be plcaſ- 
ed with my addreſſes. I turned my 
eyes towards her while he ſpoke ; but 
though I could not deny that ſhe was 
handiome, ſhe appeared to me totally 
deſtitute of all thoſe amiable. qualitics 
which adorned my Sophia. I there- 
fore made no reply, but common ex- 
preſſions of- civility to theſe advances 
of my friend, which ſeemed to dil- 


pleaſe him.” 
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5 Grew better in health, continued : 
: Mr. Beecher, and he propoſed a 
party to Brighthelmſtone. I 


* 


agreed to his propoſal, but ſent my 
ſervant firſt to town, to know if Mils 
Fanbrook was returned to her uncle, 

1 and 
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and was informed that ſhe was gone 
to ſpend fome time with Mrs. Greville 
at Windſor. Reſolving to make one 
more effort to ſee her, I went thither, 
called at Mrs. Greville's, and was told 
by her ſervant that ſhe was not there, 
and that Mrs. Greville herſelf was gone 

to ſtay a few weeks with a friend, a few 


miles off. Diſappointed again, in not 


meeting with my Sophia, I became 
indifferent to every thing; and receiv- 
ing a letter from Ranſom, to remind 
me of my promiſe of meeting him at 
Brighthclmſtone, I was determined, i in 
my way thither, to go abroad, and en- 
deavour, by a varicty of new objects, 
to conquer ſo ill- placed a paſſion; 
but to my pleaſure and ſurprize, I 
met Mrs. Greville at that place. I 
aſked her eagerly after the health of 
her niece, and where ſhe was; ſhe told 
me, that ſhe was very well, and at 
Windſor. I was quite confounded at 
this reply, as I was but juſt come from 
Windſor, and was aſſured of her not 
being there; and imagined that, ſtill 
determined not to ſee me, ſhe was 
« really 
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really concealed at Mrs. Greville's, and 
had ordered herlcif to be denied. I 
ſtood for ſome moments lo amazed, 
that I was incapable of ſpeaking; but 
on recollection, as | was going to aik 
Mrs. Greville ſome particulars relat- 
ing to this perplexing affair, I looked 
up and ſaw, inſtead of Mrs. Greville, 
my friend Ranſom ſtanding by me. 
I told him all that had paſſed ; and he 
ſaid that every body would conſider 


me as a madman, if I purtued a girl 


who had uſed me ſo exceſſively ill, 
and who bath hated and deſpiſed me. 
Shall I confeſs to you, madam, that 
this ſpeech rouzed my pride, and de- 
termined me to leave England ? I put 
my deſign immediately into execution, 
and ſpent part of my time in Italy, and 
part of it in France. At Leghorn I 
met with a gentleman of the ſame 
name and family, poſſeſt alſo of an 
eſtate in the ſame county with my- 
ſelf. Of theſe particulars I was ignor- 
ant till then, He was a very apree- 
able man, and I ſhould have ſpent 
more time in his company, had he not 
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fallen in love with an extremely agree- 
able Engltſh lady there. His excel- 
five. fondnels for her made him talk 
perpetually about her; and the return 
which ſhe made to his-love, put me ſo 
much in mind of the happineſs which 
I once enjoyed with Mils Fanbrook, 
that I quitted the place in diſguſt. 
At Genoa I met with a gentleman 
v ho accidentally mentioned Mr. Bes- 
field, and | took that opportunity to en- 
quire after my Sophia. Mr Besheid, 
he told me, had ſuffered great misfor— 
tunes; and added, that his nieces were 
both at Windſor, with a Mrs. Rom- 
ney ; and that the eldeſt had given up, 
according to the information he had 
reccived, her own little fortune, to 
aſſiſt her uncle in the re-eſtabliſhment 
of his affairs. This amiable inſtance 
of generolitry, which ſo ſtrongly cha- 
racterized my dear Sophia, touched 
me to the heart. I thought I faw ker 
unhappy, without fortune and without 
friends, at leaſt without any friends 
who were able to be of ſervice to her. 
I then flattered myleit, t that I might 
| « poſlibly, 
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poſſibly, by returning to make once 
more an offer of my perſon and for- 
tune, deſerve her affections, and win 
her to my faithful arms; pleaſing 
myſelf at the lame time to think that, 
even in cate of refuſal, I ſhould be 
rear her, to affilt and comfort her it 
ſhe ſtood in need of a friend. Theſe 
reflections haſtened my return to Eng- 
land. I took my patiage in the firſt 
ſhip rhat was ready to fail, and on my 
arrival ſet out directly for Windlor. 
My horie tarew me juſt in light of the 
houſe which contains all that my 
heart doats on. To your humanity, 
madam, for receiving me, and to your. 
_ ality for fo kindly entertaining 
am under infinite ob! cations : 
* if I find but my dear Sophia Tl 
inclined to liſten ro my fond vows, I 
{hall look upon the accident which 1 

te] me yeſterday, as the molt fortuna: 
event in my life. Thus, madam, I 
have, without the leaſt diſguiſe, ac- 
quainted you with every movement of 
my heart; and I hope you will prevail 
I 4 on 
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* on my dear Miſs Fanbrook to admit 
me once more as her lover.“ 


Mrs. Romney thanked him in the 
moſt obliging manner for the confidence 
he had repoſed in her, and ſaid, that 
Mils Fanbrook was not then very well, 
but told him that ſhe would ſoon let 
tim know her determination with regard 
to him. 


She then went down to Sir William, 
who aſked her, with a quick tone, where 
the had been. I am almoſt dead, ſaid 
* he, with ſuſpence.“ She related to him, 
as conciſely as ſhe couid, all that Mr. 
Beecher had communicated. Sir W1l- 
lam only replied with a ſigh, which 
ſcemed to rend the breaſt from which it 
iſſued. 


* How muſt I act in this affair, Sir 
Willam? ſaid Mrs. Romney. Mult 
I tel Sophia all that you have uit 


heard, or muſt I conduct her to Mr. 
Beecher 2 | 


* - — 


Oh! 
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* Oh! ſhe is yet too much diſordered, 
« replied he, to bear ſuch an interview. 
© It may injure her tender conſtitution. 
« Spare her, my dear aunt; let no pain 
come near her; let felicity only be her 
portion; go to her, tell her all that 
her Beecher has ſaid, and let her dear 
boſom enjoy that peace, of which mine 
muſt ever be deprived.” 


Mrs. Romney, with a ſorrow ful and 
lingering pace, went to Miſs Fanbrook's 
apartment, who was up, and ſeemed to 
be glad to fee her. Her face was very 
pale, and her eyes were much {welled 
with crying. She put on, however, a 
taint ſmile at the fight of her friend. 


My dear Mrs. Romney, ſaid ſhe, 
© tell me, how does Sir William ? 
But poorly, I fear, added ſhe, ob- 
ſerving her friend's melancholy aſpect. 
But be not uneaſy, my dear Mrs. 
Romney, I will keep my word, and 
full all my engagements with him. 
J have only one more favour to beg 
of him, and then my heart will be at 
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* reſt.” Here ſhe fetched a deep ſigh. 
© Tcl] him I muſt fee Beecher: I will 
* fee him but once, and all will be 
C 3 | 

Over. 


It was with the greateſt difficulty that 
ſhe uttered theſe tew words, fo much 
was ſhe afiected, agitated, and diſtreſſed. 
After a ſhort pauſe, ſhe, however, thus 
proceeded. But will he not give me 
* leave to {ce him once, do you think 
my dear friend, not once? 


He will oppole you in nothing, 
my dear, Mrs. Romney anſwered ; fit 
« down, and be compoled. Sir William 
loves you too tenderly to make you 
* unhappy; you know he does. Were 
you bur a witneſs to his fufferings, you 
* would feel for him as 1 do.“ 


Poor Mrs. Romney, in delivering the 
laſt words of her ſpeech, could nor re- 
train from tears; for ſhe was well aſlur- 
ed that her nephew would reſign Sophia 
to her firſt lover, and that he would not 
be able to ſurvive the lols of her, 

« Ah! 
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Ahl my dear Mrs. Romney, ſaid 
Sophia, whole eyes ty mpathized with 
« thoſe of her friend, ſtop, ſtop, theſe 
tears; | am but tco well acquainted 
with the cauſe of them. But I hope 
© you will have no occaſion to ſhed chem 
for dir William. Have I not ailured 
« you, that I am ready to perform my 
* engageracnts with him ?? 


I did not complain of you, my dear 
Sophia, replied ſhe; but you have 
not yet heard Mr. Beecher's ſtory, and 
* I mult relate it to you; Sir William 
deſired I would. 


Sophia heard the ſtory of Beecher 
with the utmoſt attention: ſhe expreticd 
a moſt lively concern at the part where 
her rejecting him was mentioned; but 
poured out a thouſand tranſports on 
finding that he had been ſo fait and 
ſtill fo fondly attached to her. But the 
laſt mark of his fidelity and his attection 
melted her extremely. She burſt into 
an ageny of tears and {elf-reproaches, 
tor having treated fo amiable, ſo ge- 
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nerous a man in ſo unmerited a man- 
ner. 


When Mrs. Romney concluded her 


narrative with Beecher's warm requelt 
to ſee her, Sophia roſe up: Come, 


C 


* 
c 
4 
4 
c 
C 
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my dear friend, ſaid ſhe, taking her 
by the arm, aſſiſt me to go to him; 
ſupport me with your preſence, for 
much I tear the failure of my ſtrength. 
Yet once more I aſſure you, that Sir 
William ſhall have no cauſe to com- 
plain of me.“ 


But my dear Sophia, ſaid Mrs. 
Romney, endeavouring to detain her, 
you are yet too much out of order to 
bear ſo intereſting a converſation; and 
Sir William, who trembles for your 
health, intreats you to ſtay till you are 


a little better able to undertake ſuch a 
vilit.? 


* am not ill, my dear madam, ſaid 


ſhe, I am only afflicted. But Sir Wil- 


liam is too good; let me ſce him firſt, 
if you pleaſe, 


She 
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She ſat down again; but Mrs. Rom- 
ney, thinking that the ſight of her in fo 
mournful a way, would only increaſe Sir 
William's grief, ſaid, No, my dear, 
you will both be affected by ſecing 
© each other, too much. 


« Then I will go to Beecher, replied 
« Sophia,” riſing once more, and with 
greater alacrity than Mrs. Romney ima- 
gined ſhe could have ſhewn, after the 
{truggles which ſhe had undergone. 


Come, madam, ſaid ſhe, give me 
« this farther proof of your friendſhip, 
I muſt intreat you to be preſent; I 
have a great deal to go through.” 


Mrs. Romney, obliged to comply, led 
her to the door of Beecher's apartment, 
which ſhe opened, and ſaid, I have 


* conſented, Sir, to your requeſt, I have 


* brought Miſs Fanbrook to ſee you.” 


He ran to meet her; but though ſhe 
had ſummoned all her courage, ſhe was 
not able to ſuſtain the various emotions 


which 


%A 


£ 
5 
1 
4 
LY 
» 
9 
. 
4 
: 
Y 
1 
8 | 
| | 
. 
1 
3 
Ws 
E 
. 
* 
1 | 
__ 
* 
( 1 
* 
4 
of 
* 
1 
5 
. 


ISR 
— 1 wü — 1 . 


— — — 
: En IG RET * ad 


182 The HISTORY of 


which ſhe felt, and under which ſhe 
would have ſ:nk, had not his ſupport- 
ing arm ſaved her from falling on the 
floor. She tainted ; however not quite: 
ſhe was only for ſome time deprived of 
the power of utterance; nor was her 
lover, indeed, in a much more tranquil 
ſituation. Aﬀiſted by Mrs. Romney, he 
placed her in a chair, and, fitting down 
by her, took her by the hand, which he 
kiſſed with fervor; then looking at 
her with fixed eyes, in which pleaſure 
and perplexity were at once itrongly ex- 
preſſed; My dear Sophia, ſaid he, 
* how delighted, how tranſported am J 
* to ſee you again! But never did I 
hope, little did expect, to ſee you 
thus pale, thus labouring under ſick- 
neſs and ſorrow. Tell me, my Sophia, 

what has cauſed this alteration in you; 

* and if your Beecher 1s {till dear to you, 

believe me, he wiſhes nothing more 
« ardently than to reftore to you that 
peace and felicity which he was once 
happy enough to ſee you u poſſeſſed of. 
* Is it in my power, O! tell me, to- 


* give happineſs to my Sophia ?? 
5 Alas, 
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Alas, cried ſhe, with a deep ſigh, 
accompanied with a look of exquitice 
tenderneſs, the days of your Sophia's 
happineſs have long been over; thote 
days in which ſhe knew no happine 13 
but what you had it in your power to 
give her. My boundieis vanity and 
extravagant folly, my monſtrous in- 
gratitude and cruel behaviour, drove 

you from me; from that hour I have 

never taſted tranquility !? 


Do not, my Sophia, ſaid he, do not 
thus load yourſelf with undeſerved re- 
proaches, for that they are undelerved 
I am thoroughly convinced. What- 
ever were your reaſons for baniſhing 
me from your preſence, they appeared 
to you, at the time you was governed 
by them, ſatisfactory. They are lock- 
ed up in your own breaſt, and there let 
them remain ; I aſk you not to reveal 
them : | will never aſk you: to hap- 
y in being again bl fled with the 

light of my dear love, and Nevins ＋ 
again in my power to make you mine. 
To have your kind conſent tp be fo, 
will 
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will crown all my wiſhes, and com- 
* plete my happineſs, could I but re- 
move this weight of ſorrow which ſo 
* heavily oppreſſes you.” 


« And what increaſes the weight of it, 
© Beecher, ſaid ſhe, is' 


Is what?“ interrupted he impati- 
ently. 


The bitter reflection, replied ſhe, 
© that it never will be removed. I never 
can be yours.” 


© Gracious heaven! cried Beecher, 
looking at her with aſtoniſhment and 
grief; what doſt thou mean, my love, 
by theſe myſterious, theſe alarming, 
theſe cruel words? What, what can 
hinder you from being mine? Are 
you not my firſt, my only love? Have 
I ever had any other? Haye you had 
any other? I need not aſk that queſ- 
tion; thoſe dear eyes, ſtill faithful to 
the dictates of your tender heart, plead 
now, plead at this moment forcibly for 
* your 
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your Beecher. You have not, indeed, 
heard my reaſons for leaving England 
without ſeeing you; but when you 
have heard them, and have conſider— 
ed how we were both circumſtanced, I 
firmly believe that you will not only 
pity, but forgive me.“ 


* I have heard all, replied Sophia; 
my kind, my ever to- be- eſteemed 
friend here has minutely related every 
particular of your ſtory; and my fond 
heart lighs to return its grateful ac- 
knowledgments for your laſt generous 

fort in my favour. But it ſighs, it 
longs in vain; you mult now hear 
my ſtory, Beecher: and if my follies 
can be heard without diſguſt, without 
deteſtation; if you can be ſtill partial 
to ſo unworthy an object; let this lady 
Join with me 1n convincing you that 
J have yet greater, more binding obli- 
gations to a moſt generous man, whom 
though I do not, cannot love him 
as I ought, I mult endeavour to make 
happy. My taſk 1s a ſevere one, but 


© honour 
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* honour urges me to the performance 
of it.' 


Beecher was extremely aſtoniſhed at 
hearing her talk in this manner, and 
could not conceive, as his engagements 
with her were prior to any other, What 
claim another could make to her; but 
finding that ſhe inſiſted upon being 
heard, he liſtened with the ſtilleſt at- 
tention; and during the relation of her 
ſtory, his features underwent a greater 
variety of changes' than her's had been 
marked with before. The firſt part of 
her narrative, in which ſhe diſcloted her 
motives for refuſing him, very ſenſibly 
affected him; and he interrupted her 1n 
the midſt of her ſelt- accuſations, of which 
ſhe was very hberal, on a view of thoſe 
motives; by declaring that the did her- 
ſelf much injuſtice; that the ſenti- 
ments which had influenced her con— 
duct were general among her ſex, in the 
earlier, gayer ſeaſons of life; and that 
he was well aſſured, if ſhe had conſented 
to become his wife at that time, his un- 

wearied 
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wearied endeavours to pleaſe her, toge- 
ther with his exceſſive fondneſs for her, 
would have ſoon reconciled her to a 
middling fortune, from which, he ſaid, 
more true happineſs would ariſe with 
the perſon on whom we have fixed our firſt 
inclinations, and who as fondly returns 
them, than from the moſt ſplendid 
ſituation, without the object of our 
deſires. Riches and grandeur, my 
dear, continued he, are more cal- 
culated to give pleaſure to the world, 
* than to ourſelves; to make us ap- 
« pear happy, rather than to make us 
really ſo, The home felt joys, the 
« domeſtic comforts of lite, are oftener 
* found in the humble dwellings of the 
* loweſt cottagers, than in the ſuperb 
« edifices of the great, who are too often 
* equaily diſtinguiſhed for their rank, 
their fortune, and their infelicity. The 
* pomp, ceremony, and parade, with 
are high and extenſive connections 
e attended, are ſo far from conter- 
ring hap pineſs, that they commonly 
produce a numerous train of cares and 
. diſquie- 
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c 
C 


c 
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diſquietudes, which render life rather 
a burthen than a bleſſing.' 


Too, too well, my dear Beecher, 
ſaid Sophia, am I now convinced of 
the juſtneſs of your obſervations. She 


wept when ſhe ſaid fo.—* But 1 am con- 


_— aa a 4a . d 0-4 


vinced too late.? 


Not at all, ſaid he, my love; it 1s 
never too late to repair your faults, it 
you are reſolved ſtill to call them ſo. 
It was your extreme delicacy, I am 
ſatisfied, which prevented you from 
giving your dear ſelf to my wiſhes. 
It was not your paſſion for pomp and 
ſplendor, as you would make me 
imagine. You fancied you did not 
return my firſt love with equal fond- 
neſs, and therefore deprived yourſelf 
for ſome time of the power to return 
it. But that time is luckily over now, 
and we have nothing to do but to be 


happy. 


He was going at the cloſe of this af- 


fectionate ſpeech, to take her into his 


arms, 
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arms, and to repeat a thouſand tender 
things; but ſhe again ſtopped him, and 
then calling upon Mrs. Komney to aſſiſt 
her in doing Juſtice to Sir William, re- 
lated the progreſs of his paſſion for her, 
from its firſt beginning to the preſent 
moment. She enlarged upon his un- 
wearied attentions to gain her affections, 
his amazing generoſity, and ſtill more 
upon the miſery which he had endured 
upon her account, and with which he was 
now ſtruggling. © I refuſed all his of- 
« fers, faid ſhe, though his life was at 
« ſtake, till I was informed of your de- 
© ceaſe. When I had a little weaned 
my heart from you, I promiſed, out of 
mere compaſſion, to give my hand to 
Sir William. Nay, I this very morn- 
ing repeated my promiſes. Think, 
therefore, Beecher, think on how 
flight a foundation your hopes of hap- 
pineſs are built! Think how vain 
they muſt ever be! Go, go, in ſearch 
of happineſs to another object, for 
with me' 


* 


* 
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A ſudden ſhower of tears interrupted 
her here, to which ſhe gave a free vent; 
while Beecher, in the depth of delpair 
at the condition ſhe was in, ſaid every 
thing he could think of to comfort and 
to chear her. Taking her hand, and 
preſſing 1t between his, While ſympathiz- 
ing tears bedewed his face, Why, 
© why, cried he, my Sophia, will you 
thus give force to an affliction which 
© muſt prove fatal to us all? Though I 
« will allow Sir William to be the moſt 
« amiable of men; though 1 will allow 
that he has hitherto behaved to you in 
the moſt generous, the molt diſinter- 
* eſted manner; when he finds your 
« firſt, your only lover returned with the 
ſame ardent affection for you he ever 
felt, with a thouſand times more love, 
if poſſible ( for the ſufferings which 
you have endured, and the condition 
you are in, awaken all the ſenſibility 
in me, which a human heart can feel 
for ſo amiable an object in diſtreſs); 
he muſt in his turn allow, that the 
higheſt ſtrain of generoſity is to con- 
fer happineſs, rather than to receive it. 

If, 


1 
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If, therefore, your Beecher 1s ſtill dear 
to this fond, this trembling boſom, 
{till pleaſing to theſe dear eyes; or at 
leaſt ſtill dearer than this generous Sir 
William; let my Sophia determine our 
fates: let her choice fix our future 
happineſs or future miſery: and let 
him, whole doom it is to be rejected, 
ſubmit without murmuring, though 
that ſubmiſſion ſhould ſhorten his lite.” 


TY AST FR 


A 


* 


Here he pauſed, and rivetted his eyes 
on Sophia in ſo languiſhing a manner, 
that ſhe was ſcarce able to meet his looks. 
Mrs. Romney, thinking that the ſcene 
grew too affecting, and that they might 
both wiſh to pour "out their ſouls to each 
other, without witneſs to their tender 
effuſions, roſe in order to depart, 


My dear Mrs. Romney, ſaid Sophia, 
« riſing feebly'—ſhe had but ſtrength 
enough to catch hold of her gown— 
my dear Mrs. Romney, ſaid ſhe, I 
beſeech you not to leave me: I am 

going with you.“ She tottered ſo 
much when ſhe ſpoke theſe words, that 


it 


4 
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if Beecher had not ſupported her in his 
arms, ſhe would have fallen down. She 
{trove to diſengage herſelf from him, 
but in vain; for though her tongue re- 
fuſed him every gratification, her eyes, 
in ſpite of all ſhe could do to prevent 
them, told him very plainly the emoti- 
ons of her heart, and told him as plainly 
that theſe emotions were in his favour. 
Encouraged therefore by her tender 
glances, che pulled her gently to him. 
* Surely, my Sophia, ſaid he, ſurely, 
« after ſo long, ſo painful an abſence, 
one dear, one fond embrace ought not 
to be denied me.” 


He ſtaid for no reply, but preſſing her 
to his bolom, kiſſed her with the moſt 
exceſſive tenderneſs. She had juſt 
ſtrength enough to break from him, and 
turning to Mrs. Romney, whom ſhe 
haſtily ſeized by the arm, cried, * Oh! 
« ſave me, ſave me from my Beecher ! 
« ſave me from myſelt And that ſhe 
might neither be ſecn to dilcover any 
more marks of weakneſs to her lover, 
nor {ce any more marks of his paſſion, 

ſhe 
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ſhe clapped ner hand before her eyes, 
and hurried out of the room as faſt as 
her feeble limbs would let her. 


She directed her ſteps to Mrs. Rom- 
ney's dreſſing-room, threw herſelf into a 
chair, and for a few moments gave a free 
paſſage to her ſighs. Then wiping her 
eyes, and turning to her friend. Now, 
madam, ſaid ſhe, with an air of un- 
common reſolution, all is over; I am 
ready to ſee Sir William, when you 
pleaſe.“ But upon Mrs. Romney's 
looking at her with a mixture of com- 
paſſion and eſteem, and crying, O, So- 
* phia, Sir William loves you too well to 
require ſuch a ſacrifice as this; 


* The better he loves me, replied ſhe, 
the more he deſerves it.“ 


Mrs. Romney then left her, and went 
down to her nephew, who, all wild with 
impatience below, ran up to her, to aſk 
her the meaning of her ſtaying ſo long 
from him. She gave him, in the fewelt 
words ſhe could make ule of, a ſuccinct 
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relation of the interview between the 
lovers. 


And how did my Sophia, cried he, 
* ſupport fo tender a ſcene? for ſhe al- 
* ways will be my Sophia; always the 
6 * of my heart, the delight of my 
* lou]. 


When Mrs. Romney deſcribed their 
tuation at parting, and the ſtruggles 
which ſhe felt when ſhe tore herſelf 
away from him; and told him with how 
compoled a countenance ſhe expected 
him in her dreſſing- room; Save her! 
« cried he, yes, I will ſave her, ſnatch 
© her from wretchednels and ſorrow ; 
« reſtore her to life and happinels.” 


With theſe words he entered the dreſ- 
ſing- room; and though his ſpirits had 
perhaps never been in a more violent 
commotion, he, with a reſolute air, 
at once tender and reſpectful, thus ad- 
dreſſed his more-than- ever adored So- 
phia, 


I come, 
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© I come, madam, ſaid he, with a heart 
* equally alive to your ſufferings and 
your joys, to ſympathize with you on 
the perfect recovery of Mr. Beecher. 
* And that you may be convinced that 
my wiſhes for your happineſs are 
ſincere, I freely reſign you to this 
* amiable lover, if that reſignation, ' con- 
tinued he, with a ſigh which he could 
not ſuppreſs, and which ſeemed to rend 
his hearr-itrings, can promote it. By 
* making this ſacrifice, I fatter myſelf, 
trom the many proots I have received 
of the excellence of your diſpoſition, 
that J ſhall thereby always iecure your 
« friendſhip, the only bleſſing I have 
now to pray for in this world; as I 
dare not, by the return of Mr. Beecher, 
hope for any thing farther, Will you 
« refuſe me this Jait, this only conſola- 
< tion, Miſs Fanbrook ?“ 


, No, Sir William, ſaid ſhe, I will on 1 
8 the contrary promiſe you more; I 4 
, have refuſed to accept of Mr. Beecher C | 


on your account, and will faithfully 
ST, * keep 
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* keep my promiſe to be yours, what- 
ever be the conſequence.” 


* This is too much, madam, replied 
he, but not more than I expected from 
« your refined ſentiments. But I ſhould 
little merit ſo generous a heart, were I 
« delirous of poſſeſſing it, while it beats 
for another. Excuſe me, therefore, 
my ſtill beloved, ſtill doated-on Sophia, 
* and permit me to enjoy the only hap- 
* pineſs that now remains for me, by 
contributing at leaſt to the promotion 
of yours, with the man you love beſt.” 


He would not truſt himſelf with his 
Sophia to wait for a reply, but haſtened 
down ſtairs as faſt as his trembling feet 
could carry him, while Sophia opened 
her whole heart to Mrs. Romney, with 
a flood of tears. She acknowledged her 
love for Beecher, but at the ſame time 
moſt pathetically lamented the diſtreſs 
which this affair would give to Sir Wil- 
liam, of whom ſhe ſpoke in the higheſt 
terms. 


Beecher, 


| 
| 
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Beecher, hearing as he went out of 
his apartment, in order to go down 
ſtairs, the plaintive voice of his Sophia, 
opened the dreſſing- room door, and 
found her ſitting with her friend, who 
immediately repaired to Sir Wilham, 
whom ſhe found quite over-whelmed 
with deſpair. He had exerted himlſelt 
io nobly before Sophia, to make her 
happy, that the pangs he felt for the loſs 
of her returned with double force. She 
endeavoured to comfort him: he was 
incapable of receiving any conlolation, 
till ſhe told him of Sophia's kind ex- 
preſſions in his favour. He then rouzed 
a little from the reverie, into which the 


violent oppoſition to his inclinations had 


thrown him. She preſſed him to go into 
his own robe to lie down, and to try 
to take ſome reit, He ſeemed to be 
inclined to comply, went up ſtairs and 
flung himſelf acroſs the bed. 


When Mrs. Romney quitted his 
chamber, ſhe heard him give vent to 
the Joudeſt lamentations as ſhe paſſed 
into her drefſing-room, in which ſhe 

K'23 found 
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found Beecher and Sophia ſitting toge- 
ther. The latter roſe at her entrance, 
and ſaid, If you knew, my dear 

« friend, the anguiſh I feel at what 1 
am going to ſay to you, ſurely you 
would pity me. You will, I believe, 
© own with me, that my longer ſtay in 
this houſe will be improper; in this 
« houſe in which I have received ſo many 
* fayours from two ſuch valuable friends. 
But can I flay to give ſtill more pain 
to a man to whom I wiſh nothing but 
the greateſt pleaſure, as nc-bouy in 
* this werld deferves it more? Mr. 
« Beecher will leave you immediately, 
© and ſend my uncle for me to-morrow. 
This one night more I will treſpaſs on 
my dear Mrs. Romney's hoſpitality, 
* who will not, I hope, give me up as a 
« friend, though ſhe reſigns me as a re- 
« lation.” 


Mrs. Romney was too much affected 
to make her any anſwer. Mr. Beecher 
thenked that amiable lady with great 
politeneſs, for the favours he had re- 
ceived from her, and intreated her to 

give 
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cive him leave ever to remember them 
with gratitude. * One day, madam, con- 
< tinued he, when you can be better re- 
conciled to me, I hope you will not 
deny me the plealure of that friend- 
„ ſhip, which hs been ſo great a happi- 
< neſs to my dear Sophia. Let me alſo 
< intreat you, madam, to tell Sir Wil- 
« liam Acres from me, that though I am 
* ſo unfortunate as to interfere between 
him and a lady, whole prior regard for 
me ſhe is ſtill ſo good as to retain, I 
have the moſt exalted ſenſe of his ex- 
* 
= 
c 
1 
* 
4 
4 
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cellent character, and the infinite ei- 
teem he has ſhewn for my beloved 
Miſs Fanbrook ; and that I would 
moſt willingly have. paid my reſpects 
to him in perſon, were I not apprehen- 
five of diſtreſſing him too much juſt at 
this juncture by my preſence ; but af- 
ſure him, madam, that I ſhall ever re- 
fleet upon the invaluable preſent he 
has made me in my adored Sophia, 
with the moſt grateful ſenſations.” 
His ſervant then coming to inform him 
that the poſt-chaiſe was at the door, he 
embraced Sophia with the warmeſt af- 
K 4 tection, 
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tection, and begging her, in the fondeſt 
accents, to take care of her health, con 
cluded with aying, That he hoped he 
* ſhould meet her the next day at her 
< uncle's,* and ſet off for London di— 
rectly. 


Sophia's heart was fo full, that ſhe 
could not ſay much to the tender adieu 
of her dear Beecher at his departure ; 
and the extreme concern which ſhe felr 
tor Sit William (whoſe generous ſur— 
render of her touched her more than 
any thing he had done) the uncertainty 
how her uncle and aunt would receive 
Beecher, and whether her uncle would 
come for her, ſufficiently employed her 
thoughts. But when ſhe conſidered 
that Beecher was alive, that he had 
never been inconſtant, and that no- body 
had a right to hinder their union, ſhe 


gave up the reins to her imagination, 


which preſented to her a more pleaſing 
proſpect of felicity than it had for a long 
time exhibited. In the midſt of her 
plealing proſpects, however, when re- 
collection brought Sir William to her 

VIEW ; 
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view; when ſhe thought on all that he 
had done for her; all that he had ſuf- 
tered, and was ſuffering for her ſake; 
her 1deas became too horrid to be en- 
dured. She begged Mrs. Romney, who 
ſat in ſilence by her, to uſe her utmoſt 
endeavours to reſtore her nephew to his 
tormer tranquility, and told her that the 
anxiety under which ſhe ſtill loboured 
upon his account, and which ſhe ſhould 
ever feel, till he had got the better of 
his inclination for her, would not ſuf— 
ter her to receive enjoyment from any 
thing. 


Mrs. Romney made her little or no 
reply, and ſoon quitted her to look after 
Sir William, whom ſhe found almoſt 
ipent with grief. She told him all that 
Beecher and Sophia had been ſaying 
about him to her, and begged him to 
take ſome refreſhment, which he for a 
long time refuſed, ſaying that he wiſhed 
to die, as death only could put an end 
to his afflictions. Death, faid he, can 
alone reheve me from the tortures 
© which I endure.” 

K 5 Then, 
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Ihen, replied Mrs. Romney, I mult 


tell Sophia that you are abſolutely de- 


. termined to kill yourſelf; to acquaint 


her with this reſolution, will be to 
make her miſerable for ever. She 
will then, inſtead of enjoying the hap- 
p:neis you have endeavoured to give 


her, languiſh out her life in penitential 
ſorrow.' 


Can you then, madam, cried he, 
ſuppoſe that Sophia feels any concern 
for me now?” 


I am ſure ſhe does, replied Mrs. 
Romney; were you to fee her preſent 
diſtreſs, you would be ſo too. 1 am 
ſatisfied that ſhe has, at this moment, 
the higheſt eſteem for you, and firmly 
believe, that, if ſhe had never enter- 
tained a notion of having uſed Beecher 
Ill, ſhe would have been yours before 
now. Her ſighs after him have pro- 
ceeded more from repentance than 
love: ſhe longed to ſee him more 
from a deſire to repair the fault which 
ſhe had, in her own opinion, commit- 

ted, 
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ted, than from any violent affection 
for him.” 


Mrs. Romney in a great meaſure be- 
lieved all that ſhe ſaid to Sir William, 
but her chief deſign was to raiſe his ſpirits, 
and the ſucceeded. 


© She is, I know, ſaid he, the lovelieſt, 
* beſt of creatures; and if I thought 
that my life was in the leaſt deſirable 
to her, | would certainly endeavour to 
« preſerve it, whatever I ſuffered by fo 
doing, rather than be the cauſe of one 
© moment's uncaſineſs to her. But never 
imagine, madam, never hope, that I 
can enjoy any ſatisfaction but in hear- 
ing of the felicity of this dear girl. 
* I will not ſee her I dare not but I 
may hear about her, You, my dear 
Mrs. Romney, will ſee her: you will 
love her as tenderly as ever, and will 
tell me all ſhe ſays—wor't you 


* Yes, yes, ſaid his aunt, if you will 
try to get the better of your ſorrow :? 


tor by the wildneſs and fierceneſs of his 
K 6 looks, 
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looks, and a ſort of unnaturally aſſumed 
 chcar.ulneis all on a ſudden, accompani- 
ed with Karts and heſitations, the really 
thot,ut his behaviour bordered upon 
frenzy. She therefore rung the bell for 
his man, ordered him to bring his mal- 
ter ſomething to take, and going into 
Sophia's room, begged her to ſend a re- 


queit to him by her to take care of 
himſelf. 


When Mrs. Romney entered Sophia's 
room, ſhe found her ſitting at a table, 
with a paper before her, on which ſhe 
had been Writing; but ſeemed to have 
been interrupted by a flood of tears, 
which ſhe was endeavouring to wipe 
away, in order to proceed with her pen.” 


« I am writing to Sir William, ma- 
dam, “' faid ſhe, with a voice ſcarce in- 


telligible. 


« I am glad you are, replied Mrs. 
Romney; he very much wants to be 
* comforted by you; he will receive 
« comfort from no other hand, With 


* the 
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know his infinite merit, Oh! ſave 
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the greateſt difficulty I have juſt pre- 
vailed on him to let me ſend him 
ſome refreſhment. He has eat no- 
thing lince yeſterday morning. A 
word from you may perhaps occaſion 
an alteration in him tor the better.” 


Tell him, my dear Mrs. Romney, 
ſhe anſwered, that I intreat him, 
in the moſt earneſt manner, to pre- 
ſerve his health for my ſake. Say 
every thing you can think of to en- 
force my requeſt. I would go myſelf, 
were I not afraid of hurting hun ſtill 
more by the ſight of me: but perhaps 


| have a lucky thought; it juſt now 


occurs to me. Let doctor Wiſe be 
ſent for, but let him come in as if he 
called by chance. He is a man of 
ſenſe, as well as a good phyſician, and 


has, I dare ſay, a great regard for Sir 


William. Probably he may think of 
ſomething that may divert his re- 
flections from ſo unhappy an object 
as I have been to him, and ſave him. 
Oh!] madam, ſpare no pains; you 
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Sir William; I cannot bear to think 
upon his diſtreſs. When I reflect on 
his tender concern for me when 1 
was ill, and on the thouſand various 
ways he took to amuſe me, to chear 
my drooping ſpirits, my heart bleeds 
within me. I cannot bear to leave 
him in this melancholy ſituation; and 
yet as I mult leave him, the ſooner I 
remove myſelf from this affecting 
place the better. My abſence and 
time can alone give him the relief 
which he ſtands ſo much in need of.” 
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Mrs. Romney, without returning an 
anſwer, went directly to Sir William, 
and told him all that Sophia had ſaid, 
except what related to the doctor, in 
the ſtrongeſt terms. He only ſaid with 
2 ſigh, And does ſhe pity me - Ah! 

© —ſhe does; ſhe muſt—I know her 

gentle heart—ſhe. mull feel for me. 


* You will then, I hope, ſaid his 


* aunt, try to oblige her, by taking 


care of yourſelf, Let me promile 
« her 
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her. that you will, or ſhe can never 
be at reſt,” 


-_. 


Well, replied he eagerly, I do, I do. 
Tell her that I have always done 
every thing ſhe deſired, or even ſeemed 
to with for: tell her that I ever will 
* while I have life.” 


* That's enough, ſaid ſhe, endeavour 
then to take ſome reſt.“ He promiſ- 
ed he would, and ſhe left him to write 
a note to doctor Wiſe, according to So- 
phia's advice, of which ſhe very much 
approved. 


The day was now far advanced; nei- 
ther Sophia nor Sir William had yet 
taken much refreſnment. Mrs. Rom- 
ney had more than once looked in upon 
the former for that purpoſe, but ſhe 
was buſied in writing, and making u 
a packet, which ſhe finiſhed before the 
evening. The laſt time Mrs. Romney 
went to her, to inſiſt upon her drinking 
ſome tea, ſhe put the packet into her 
hand. There, my dear friend, ſaid 

6 «the; 
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* the, give this to Sir William, as ſoon 
* as | am gone; and now promiſe to 
forgive me all the trouble I have oc- 
caſioned; though if I have your for- 
« givenels, I ſhall never have my own.” 


As ſhe ſpoke the latter part of her 
ſpeech in a moſt pathetic manner, Mrs. 
Romney could not refrain from tears. 
Be aſlured, ſaid ſhe, my dear Sophia, 
that I cannot help loving you, and 
« grieving for the loſs of you. I can- 
not be eaſy at parting with ſo amiable 
© a companion.” 


* You will not, muſt not loſe me, 
cried ſhe; I cannot ſupport the bare 
idea of that. No, my deareſt friend, 
when Sir William is reconciled a little 
to my abſence, make uſe of every 
argument in your power to perſuade 
him to look out for a more agreeable, 
a more deſerving woman than myſelf, 
who, being quite free from any at- 
tachment, may give herſelf up entire- 
ly to him, and make him completely 


La * * * * * * ”—_ =: 


happy. Then I may, I hope, ſome- 
times 
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times enjoy my dear Mrs. Romney's 
company.” 


It will be fo long, my dear, ſaid 
the good Mrs. Romney, before that 
time happens, if it ever happens, 


that you will have almoſt forgot 
me.” 


Forgot you, madam ! cried Sophia, 
you ſurely do not think me capable 
of forgetting a dear friend, for whom 
I have ſo perfect an eſteem, ſo ſincere 
an affection? No, my amiable Mrs. 
Romney, you have been much more 
than a mother to me; and I ſhall ever 
love you with a filial regard ; though 
I fee, ſee with the deepeſt concern, 
that my leaving Sir William has not a 
little Jowered me in your eſteem. 1 
wonder not at it indeed, continued 
ſhe, after a ſhort pauſe : Leven con- 
demn myſelf. But circumſtanced and 
diſtreſſed as I am at preſent, how can 
J act otherwiſe? Were you, madam, 
ſenſible of what I endure, I am wil- 
ling to believe that the anguiſh of my 

ſuffer- 
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* ſufferings would excite the tendereſt 
« compaſſion.” 


A flood of tears followed the con- 
cluding words of Sophia's ſpeech. Mrs. 
Romney accompanied them with her's; 
but exerting all her fortitude, tried to 
ſuppreſs them, and earneſtly intreated 
her to drink her tea. She attempted 


to ſwallow it, but not a drop would go 
down, 


Mrs. Romney was ſo melted at her 
griefs, and fo affected at her not bein 
able to receive any kind of ſuſt:nance, 
that ſhe promiſed always to love her ; to 
write to her; and to ſee her as often as 
ſhe could ſeize an opportunity. If I 
had been diſpleaſed with you, conti- 
* nued ſhe, as I really am not. I believe 
you have been ſufficiently concerned 
for the uneaſineſs of which you have 
been the innocent cauſe. But it can- 
not laſt long; and you are far too dear 
to me not to be forgiven.' 


Theſe 
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Theile friendly expreſſions ſomewhat 
reſtored Sor hi to tranquility, She 
paſſed that night with more compoſure 
of mind than ſhe had enjoyed the pre- 
ceeding one. As for Sir William, he 
ſcarce uttered a word, and then only to 
enquire after her health; but the reſt- 
leſſneſs of his whole perſon plainly diſ- 


covered the perturbation of his diſtracted 
mind, 


_ "—_ prepared, on the next morn- 
ing, to go to town; and having returned 
all the preſents which ſhe had received 
from Sir William, even her favourite 
bird, into the hands of Mrs. Romney, 
begged her to deliver them to him after 
her departure. © I would willingly, my 
dear friend, ſaid ſhe, keep your picture, 
but I don't know whether I ought to 
take lo great a liberty. As to my poor 
little paroquet, I dare not keep him; 
thzugh the fond thing appears loth 
* to leave me; he will but too much re- 
mind me of the perſon from whom 1 
received him. Give him back, there- 

fore, 
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© fore, to Sir William, who will, I 
* know, take care of him for my ſake.” 


Mrs. Romney promiſed to comply 
with all her deſires, and then went to 
her nephew, whom ſhe found far from 
well. How does Miſs Fanbrook, ma- 
* dam?” ſaid he (riſing with much ado 
at her approach) with a heavy ſigh; 
does ſhe leave you to day?* * I ſup- 
* poſe ſo,” replied ſhe, repeating all that 
had paſſed between them. 


How amiably, ſaid he, does ſhe con- 
duct herſclf in every ſituation ? How 
* engaging ſhe is? What a charm is 
* there in every thing ſhe ſays and does ? 
But let her not think, madam, that I 
will ever hear of any other woman— 
* What, after her ?—Heavens! can ſhe 
* imagine me capable of entertaning 
* ſuch a thought ?—No—do not flatter 
« yourſelf with ſuch a notion. That re- 
* queſt is the only one I can now refuſe 
her. But you muſt ſtill love her, my 
dear aunt, you muſt ſee her now and 
then, though I dare not. But bring 

her 
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her little bird to me; let me make up 
the loſs of his kind miſtreſs to him, 
and tell her that I will careſs hin), as 
ſhe deſires, for her dear ſake.“ 


Nr TE Fl | 


All theſe ſentences were brought out 
by degrees, ſlowly, and with frequent 
interruptions, for he was not able to de- 
liver them at once, He ſtopped at the 
cloſe of them for a conſiderable while, 
and then went on again 


© I know her delicacy about your 
picture, madam, yet there cannot ſurely 
be any impropriety in keeping it, 
though it was a gift of mine, as it is 
a ſtrong likeneſs, and was copied from 
the bracelet on purpoſe for her pocket. 
Let me intreat her to accept of that.“ 


66 


Here a ſervant came in, and told Mrs. 
Romney that Mr. Besfield was below, 
and that Miſs Fanbrook begged the fa- 
vour of her company for a moment. 


Go, my dear aunt, ſaid Sir William, 
make haſte, let no requſt of her's be 
, uncom- 
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uncomplied with: but 1 cannot ſee 
him; tell him 1 adore Sophia No 
ſtay, madam, don't ſay any thing of 
it; perhaps he may chide the ſweet 
girl: tell him only that I wiſh her 
all happineſs; but don't let me ſce 
him, I am very unfit for company.” 


+» 


e 


Mrs Romney went down to Mr. Bes- 
field, who approached her with a very 
{crious countenance. I am under the 
« greateſt concern imaginable, madam, 
< 1aid he, at what has happened; and 
doubly concerned that I ſhould have 
been, though moſt innocently, the 
cauſe of it. I was, indeed, myſelf 
entirely deceived. in regard to Mr, 
Beecher, and I find this poor girl can- 
not conquer her firſt inclination for 
him. I pity Sir William from my 
heart, and though I believe Mr. 
Beecher to be a worthy young man, 
and know him to be an agrecable one, 
J cannot help ſeeing the difference 
plain enough to prefer Sir William. 
But we cannot make young people 
ſee with our eyes. 


V 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Romney interrupted him here 
to excuſe her young friend, and to plead 
a little in her behalf, as ſhe perceived 
that he was diſſatisfied with her con— 
duct. He renewed his converſation in 
praiſe of Sir William; in the middle of 
which Sophia, fearful of her uncle's 
anger, came down trembling, with her 
hat on, ready to attend him; chuſing to 
come while Mrs. Romney was preſent, 
becauſe ſne hoped that before her, he 
would not give a looſe to his reſentment. 
She judged right. Mr. Besfield, begin- 
ning to exprels his diffatisfaction, Mrs. 
Romney ſaw her increaſing confuſion, 
and ſaid, I beg, Sir, that you would 
0 conſider a little before you condemn; 
people cannot always diſpoſe of their 
hearts to pleaſe their relations Mr. 
* Beecher is a very deſerving man; you 
approved of him: Miſs Fanbrook 
© knew his worth long before ſhe be- 
came acquainted with Sir William, 
* whoſe affliction at parting with her 
* would receive a very great addition 
indeed, if he only imagined that her 


conduct, of W he has ſo high an 
opinion, 
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© opinion, did not meet with the appro- 
© bation of her relations,” 


Ohl ſay no more, my dear, dear 
Mrs. Romney, ſaid Sophia, I cannot 
© leave you as I ought to do—I cannot 
go.“ She fat down, and burſt into 
tears. Your Kindneſs diſtreſſes—ir 
« diſtraftts me. Yet the ſooner this 
* ſtruggle is over the better.” She rote 
again, and hanging round Mrs. Rom- 
ney's neck, which ſhe watered with 
her tears, Farewel, my deareſt 
« friend, ſaid ſhe, only for the preſent ; 
give me leave to write to you. Tell 
Sir William every thing you can to 
comfort him.“ Here her voice tailed 
her; ſhe ran to the door, and ſtepping 
into the chaiſe, with one hand hid her 
ſtreaming eyes with her handkerchief, 
while ſhe waved 1ts ſnowy partner out 
at the window, to bid adieu to Mrs. 
Romney, who ſtood weeping, and mourn- 
fully returned 1t. 


Sir William, though he was not in a 
condition to bear the ſhock of ſuch a 
farewel, 


Miſs SOPHIA FANBROOK. 217 


farewell, was, by an irreſiſtible impulſe, 
carried to the window, from whence he 
ſaw her in the chaiſe, in the above deſ- 
cribed attitude. The agonies which ſo 
affecting a ſight occaſioned, were altoge- 
ther ſevere and inſupportable. He threw 
himſelf again acroſs the bed, frantic with 
deſpair. 


In this frantic, this deſpairing fitua- 
tion, Mrs. Romney found him, when 
ſhe went up ſtairs with the things So— 
phia had left for him, and the paroquet 
which ſhe deſired might be given to 
him, as ſoon as ſhe was gone. "He role 
at her entrance, but ſcarce ſeemed to lee 
or to hear her, till ſhe held out Sophia's 
pacquet to him. He ſnatched it from 
her eagerly, and with as much eagernels 
broke the ſeals. It contained the parch- 
ment which he had formerly given to 


her, wherein his will was written, and the 
following lines: 


If a mind ſo exalted as that of Sir 
William Acres could be ſenſible of 


its own value, he would then have 
Vor, II. E ſome 


yt 
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ſome idea of the unutterable pain it 
gives me to accept of a reſignation 
made ſolely with a view to my hap- 


pineſs. But that happineſs can never 


be complete, while the perſon ſo cruel- 
ly ſuffers, who ſo kindly endeavoured 
to promote it. It is, however, ſtill in 
your power, Sir, to remove the un- 
eaſineſs under which I labour, by tak- 
ing care of a life which will be always 
deemed by me of too much value to 
be neglected; and add to the innu- 
merable favours which you have con- 
ferred on me, by not depriving me of 
your friendſhip, which as it was my 
pride to gain 1t, will ever be my plea- 
ſure to preſerve. 


© Before I attempt to thank you, Sir, 
for your generous intentions contained 
in the encloſed parchment, I mult beg 
leave to return it, with your other 
favours; and at the ſame time to aſſure 
you, that nothing will give me a more 
ſincere delight than the news of your 
reſtored tranquility. I muſt intreat 
you not to ſend an anſwer to this let- 

Ker. 
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ter. It will be too affecting for me 
to receive any more proofs of your re- 
gard, as I am now utterly unable to 
make acknowledgments equal to your 
merit, 


G 8-0 


That you may enjoy uninterrupted 
health, unchangeable happineſs, and 
every bleſſing which heaven can be- 


and fervent prayer, of the but too 
much obliged 


ar: 


SOPHIA FANBROOK.? 


This letter was indeed a ſevere ſtroke 
to poor Sir William, who had never re- 
ceived even a line from his Sophia be- 
fore ; and though ſhe in general wrote a 


very tolerable hand, it was ſo blotted, 


and had been ſo blurred with her tears, 
which had evidently fallen copiouſly 
upon her paper, that no-body but a 
lover could have decyphered it. Sir 
William, in ſpite of its illegibility, was 
in raptures, however, at every ſentence, 
and kiſſed it with ſuch ardor and vio- 

L 2 lence, 


ſtow, will ever be the ſincere wiſh, 
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lence, that he almoſt tore it to tatters, 
before he got half way through it. 
When ſhe deſired him to preſerve his 
life, he looked as if he was riſen from 
the dead; and when ſhe begged a con- 
tinvation of his friendſhip: My friend- 
* ſhip! O Gd, cried he, of what uſe can 
my friendſhip be to her now ?—Yet if 
* ſhe requeſts it - Sophia too, too lovely 
Sophia -es, yes, you have, you havc 
all that remains of me. I have now no- 
* thing which I can call my own ; and 
to what purpole is it to return the 
* parchment? No, Sophia, *tis of no 
« uſe in the world to me; I have no uſe 
for money; all that I wanted it for, 
© was to adorn, to pleaſe, to gratify, to 
'* indulge my Sophia: now ſhe is gone, 
every bleſſing upon earth is flown 
with her. O madam, madam, con- 
* tinued he, looking at Mrs. Romney 
with tearful eyes, what an angel have 
« T loſt? Then taking up the parch- 
ment again, But I will preſerve this 
for her ſake—Who knows—ſtrange 
unaccountable changes of fortune hap- 
pen to people; and this dear girl, 
even 


Miſs SOPHIA FAN BR O OK. 221 


* even my Sophia, may one day find 
© this of ſervice to her—lay it by for 
her, my dear aunt.% He then pro- 
ceeded with the letter. I mult nor 
« anſwer it, ſhe ſays; my anſwer will | 
© affect her too much. Well be it | 
ſo—I could not write now 1f I would. 1 

| 


C 

My head is too confuſed. You ſhall 
« write for me won't you, madam? _ | 
IJ am not capable of writing, and TI | 
could not add to her uneaſineis. I ſce 
« ſhe ſtil] pitits me—Amiable Sophia! | 
how extravazantly I doat on thee ? | 
« ſtill doat on thee? I cannot help it. | 
See, madam, i-e, pointing to the con- | 
cluſion of her letter, ſhe ſays ſhe will | 


) 
) pray for me; ſhe does pray for me: 1 
, « gracious heaven! hear her. I never | 
1 


« wanted prayers more, and her's, ſo fer- 
F vent, ſo ſincere, mult doubtleſs avail.* 1 


1 ! 
"4 It is impoſſible to ſay how long Sir 1 
* William would have animadverted on | 
18 every part of the above letter, as dear = 
* to him as the writer of it, had not Dr. ; 
* Wiſe, as if by mere accident, entered 
1, his chamber. He ſeemed to be diſ- 1 


* L 3 con- 
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concerted at being ſo ſurpriſed, and 
looked at Mrs. Romney as if he thought 


ſhe had ſchemed the doctor's viſit to 
him. 0 


* Miſs Fanbrook, Sir William, ſaid 
« ſhe, deſired that Dr. Wiſe would viſit 
you as a friend; you will not, I hope, 
object to that? 


No, madam, he replied, I can never 
object to any thing which Miſs Fan- 
brook defires. It is to pleaſe her alone 
that I conſent to preſerve a wretched 
being; a being that will never afford 
me any comfort, now I am deprived 
of her.” 


ES Z 


While door Wiſe (who had a real 
regard for Sir William, totally detached 
from the favours which he had ſo lately 
received from him with ſuch profuſion, 
for the care he had taken of his beloved 
Sophia) and Mrs. Romney endeavoured 
to bring dir William into a happier 
frame of mind, poor Sophia herſelf was 
in a very unpleaſurable ſituation; and 


her 
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her uncle's behaviour to her did not 
contribute to render it agreeable, Mr. 
Besfield, though a very good ſort of a 
man, was not young ; his days of love 
had long been over; q could not there- 
fore feel properly for his niece on this 
occaſion. Belides, though he had been 
formerly very much pleaſed with Mr. 
Beecher, and who now received him, on 
his unexpected arrival, as well as his 
ſurprize at the ſight of him gave him 
leave; yet, whether it was owing to Sir 
William's handſome offer to him when 
he met with misfortunes, or to his un- 
bounded liberality to Sophia, or to ſome- 
thing perſonally attractive in his air and 
manner, he certainly was greatly pre- 
poſſeſſed in his favour. 


Some, perhaps many, people will be 
inclined to think, that the rank and for- 
tune to which Sir William would have 
raiſed his niece, were the ſtrongeſt mo- 
tives by which Mr. Besfield was urged 
to prefer him to Mr. Beecher. It is na- 
tural to ſuppoſe that ſuch motives 
biaſſed him, but they did not, Mr, Bes- 

L 4 field 
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field was a worthy man; he was not an 
ambitious one. Sir William, he thought, 
letting alice all his worldly advantages, 
and his ſuperiority on their account to 
Beecker, deſerved Sophi from his 
great and uncommon affection for her. 
Not ſo thought Mrs. Besficld ; ſhe look- 
ed upon a marriage of ſplen- dor and af- 
fluence as the moſt defirable one, and 
was therefore not a little diſappointed 
and chagrined to ſee her niece fo ſimple 
as to reſiſt the opportunity of being lady 
Acres. She was, however, civil to Mr. 
Beecher ; and as women in general have 
more curioſity than men, ſne expreſſed 
an inclination to know how there came 
to be that ſtrange miſtake about his mar- 
riage and his death abroad; and alſo 
diſcovered ſome ſmall defire to be in- 
formed (if he could inform her) why 
Sophia had reſuſed him before. 


Mr. Beecher very readily gratified her 
curidoſity, as far as it lay in bis power, 
with regard to himlelf, by ſay ing. That 
he ſuppoſed the miſtakes might have 
* arifen from a ſimilitude of names and 


. i 
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counties; miſtakes, he added, which 
oy proved ſo fatal to him, in depriv- 

him of the only woman he had 
ever loved.“ But he did not care to 
anſwer her laſt quzre, becauſe he did not 
know whether his dear Sophy would 
approve of it. From her aunt's igno— 
rance of her motives, he concluded, that 
ſhe was not willing to reveal them. He 
kept clear of that. ſubje& therefore, 
with all his addreſs, and only told Mrs. 
Besfield that her refuſal proceeded from 
a point of delicacy. In telling her ſo, 
he really ſpoke the truth; for though a 
mere girliſn fondneſs for ſhow firſt urged 
Sophia to reject her lover, ſhe afterwards 
blamed herſelf ſo much for ſuch weak- 
neſs of mind, that ſhe actually thought 
ſhe was not worthy of him : and when, 
on being ſeized by the ſmall-pox, ſhe 
imagined that her perfon would become 
diſguſttul to him, the reflections on her 
paſt behaviour ſerved to make her think 
herſelf ſtill more undeſerving of his love. 
Yet ſo ſincere was her contrition for 
the faults which ſhe, in her own opinion, 
had committed, that on finding ſhe had 
L 5 received 
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received very little injury to her perſon 
from her illneſs, ſhe would have gladly 
accepted of Beecher, whom ſhe had 
ever loved, if he ever fell in her way 
again. 


Sophia was ſo exceſſively moved at 
parting with Mrs. Romney, and indeed 
at leaving Sir William in ſo unhappy a 
ſituation, that ſhe could not conceal her 
uneaſineſs: and when her uncle aſked 
her the cauſe of her immoderate ſorrow, 
at a time when ſhe was going to be go- 
verned entirely by her own inclination 
ſhe ſighed, ſhe wept, but ſhe wanted 
words to expreſs what ſhe felt. 


When Beecher, on her arrival, ran to 
the door, to take her out of the chaiſe, 
the ſtrong marks of melancholy and 
dejection in her face, gave him a great 
deal of concern: and as Mrs. Besfield 

did not receive her with the cordiality ſhe 
might, he thought, have expected from 
an aunt who had brought her up; his com- 
paſſion and his tenderneſs for her were 

conſider- 
I 
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conſiderably increaſed. He led her into 
the parlour, ſaid all he could think of 
to diſſipate the gloomy ideas which had 
clouded her countenance, and which 
Mrs. Besfield's behaviour was not cal- 
culated to remove. 


Indeed, Sophy, ſaid her aunt, ob- 
* ſerving the aſſiduity of Beecher to 
make her chearful, if T was your 
© lover, I ſhould not think the afflic- 
tion which you diſcover at leaving Sir 
William, any proof of your regard 
for me.“ 


A 


0 


This ſpeech, rather of the ſatirical 
kind, as it increaſed Sophia's diſtreſs, 
hurt Mr. Beccher extremely. I ſhould 
have a very indifferent opinion, ma- 
dam, ſaid he briſkly, of Miſs Fan- 
brook's ſenſibility, if ſhe bore the ſe- 
paration from ſo amiable a man as Sir 
William is generally allowed to be; 
a man who has ſhewn evidently ſo 
tender and ſo diſintereſted a e for 
© her, without being very much af- 
| * fected by the melancholy condition in, 
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which ſhe left him on her account: 
and ſo far from being diſpleaſed with 
theſe genuine ſigns of ſenſibility, I 
mult confeſs I obſerve them with ſa— 
tistaction, provided they do not injure 
her health. The concern ſhe ſhows 
upon this occaſicn, 1s a certain proof 
to me of the ſweetneſs of her diſpo- 
ſition, and of the goodneſs of her hearr. 
But be comforted now, my dearelt love, 
continued he, embracing his Sophia 
fondly, and let me try to ſooth your 
ſorrows, and worthily ſupply the place 
of the valuable man whom you have 
quitted for me.” 


Sophia, cheared by her lover's ſpeech 


in her behalf, and melted by his endear- 
ments, looked at him with the eyes of 
jatisfaction, and ſaid to her aunt, * Tho' 
I ſhould think myſelf, madam, totally 


* 
* 
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unworthy of the great eſteem Sir 
William has expreſſed for me, if 1 
could leave him without emotion, yet 
1 hope you will impute no ſmall part 
of my affliction to my being {ſeparated 
from my dear Mrs. Romney, who 

treated 
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© treated me more like a near relation, 
than like a common acquaintance, or 
© even a friend.” 


As Sophia could not without ſen— 
ſibly feeling the difference between 
them, reflect on the cool civility of 
Mrs. Besfield, and the friendly beha- 
viour of Mrs. Romney, ſhe, with great 
difficulty, refrained from tears, which 
were jult ready again to ſtart ; but the 
fear of giving her dear Beecher any reaſon 
to imagine that ſhe felt no pleaſure in 
going to be united to him, made her 
uſe her utmoſt efforts to compole her 
fluttered ſpirits, and return his love: 
and indeed, his vindication of her to 


her aunt had very much increaſed her 
affection for him. 


Before the day was over, Mr. and Mrs. 
Besfield began to be more reconciled to 
the ſtep which their niece had taken: her 
many obliging ways, her tender, yet de- 
licate manner of receiving and returning 
her lover's moſt affectionate attentions, 
induced them to confeſs to each other, 

when 
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when they were left by themſelves, that 
ſhe was a very agreeable girl, and much 
improved ſince ſhe had been at Wind- 
ſor. The truth 1s, ſhe had been, dur- 
ing her ſtay there, ſo accuſtomed to 
watch over herſelf, and to regulate her 
conduct with the niceſt exactneſs, that 
ſhe appeared in a new light to her 
friends in town. | 


Beecher, who ſaw new charms in her 
every moment, had now leiſure to exa- 
mine, and to admire them; and his ad- 
miration of them rendered him ſtill 
more eager to make her his own. He 
exhauſted all his rhetoric to prevail on 
her to accelerate their marriage. 


As moſt of her things were ready, 
ſhe had little more to do, than to ſelect 
thoſe which were the plaineſt and the 
propereſt for the ſtation of life in which 
Beecher appeared, who ſent his ſervant 
down to order his houſe at Roſe-Hill to 
be prepared, without delay, for their re- 
ception, as he was determined not to 
leave his Sophy again, if his affairs made 

—_ his 
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his abſence from her ever ſo neceſſary. 
The writings had been drawn before ſhe 
refuſed him, and a very ſlight addition 
was neceſſary to make them perfectly 


proper. 


As Beecher's father, though of a gen- 
teel family, had arrived to the poſſeſſion 
of his eſtate by the death of an elder 
brother, who dying married without 
heirs, there were neither jewels nor toys 
remaining for preſents to Sophia ; he 
had nothing but his heart to beſtow, 
which, almoſt from the firſt time of his 
ſeeing her, had been unalterably her's, 
and which became more entirely ſo every 
hour, 


At the approach of the day intended 
for their union, Beecher expreſſed the 
moſt lively joy ; and Sophia, now quite 
contented with her lot, diſcovered, by a 
thouſand little innocent careſſes, the plea- 
ſure which ſhe felt at receiving every 
day additional marks of his affection. 
That pleaſure was only diſturbed when 
memory brought Sir William to her 

view; 
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view; when ſhe happened to be alone, 
the recollection of paſt ſcenes, in which 
he had ſo great a ſhare, pained her fo 
much, that ſhe could only diſſipate the 
gloomy ideas which always role in her 
mind in the moments of ſelf. inſpection, 
by flying from her own thoughts. 


Juliet, who was really glad to ſee her 
coulin, and who thought ſhe herſclf had 
quite got the better of her inclination 
for Sir William, could not help feeling 
great concern, when his ſuffcrings on 
Sophy's account afforded matter one 
day accidentally for converſation in the 
family; though ſhe endeavoured to 
conceal her ſenſations from her friends, 
and even from Sophia, ſo much had ſhe 
profited by Mrs. Besfield's diſcreet 


advice. 


A day or two before her marriage, 
Sophia wrote a long and very affecting 
letter to her dear Mrs. Romney, in which 
ſhe expreſſed great diſquietude and eſ— 
teem for Sir William, but mentioned 
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not a word concerning herſelf, or her 
affairs. 


As for Sir William, he had been in 
a deplorable way ever ſince her depar- 
ture, {ſometimes almoſt raving about her, 
ſometimes more rational. But, except 
ſhe was the ſubject of his converſation, 
he never uttered a word. If he was 
checked. by his aunt, as ſhe frequently 
oppoled him out of kindneſs, thinking, 
very juſtly, that he would increaſe his 
diſorder, by dwelling upon the cauſe of 
it, he abſolutely refuſed to ſpeak at all. 
Poor Mrs. Romney, therefore, was 
obliged to humour him. She never left 
him but now and then to take a little 
reſt, for ſhe had ſat up with him every 
night ſince Sophia left him. He made 
no objection to this, but ſeemed ſcarce 
ſenſible of the difference between night 
and day. He liked to have his aunt 
always near him, becauſe he could talk 
freely to her about Sophia; and he ſuf- 


tered Dr. Wiſe to vilit him, becaule ſhe 
had deſired it. 


The 
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The doctor, whom Mrs. Romney 
conſulted privately, told her that there 
was nothing to be done, but by the 
ſame methods which had been taken 
with Miſs Fanbrook ; air and exercile, 
with varied amuſements, to divert the 
attention if poſſible to other objects. 
But here Sir William's good friend and 
phyſician found a conſiderable check to 
his ſalutary preſcriptions, for he refuſed 
. to go out of his room for ſome time; 
ſo far was he from being diſpoſed to 
leave the houſe; and confined his aunt 
with him during the hotteſt part of the 
year, though ſhe was almoſt ſuffocated 
with her impriſonment. 


In a day or two after the departure 
of Sophia, Sir William grew very un- 
quiet, While he was expreſſing his 
anxiety at not hearing any news of her, 
her letter was delivered to Mrs. Rom- 
ney, who, knowing the eagerneſs of his 
diſpoſition, hurried over its contents, 
and only firſt ſaying, It comes from my 
dear Sophia,” 


Make 
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Make haſte, my dear madam, ſaid 
he trembling with impatience, if you 
have the leaſt regard for me. Tell 
me if the {ſweet girl is well, and if ſhe 
1S—Oh! how can I pronounce a word 
lo fatal to my peace married? 


a @@”": A a 


No, Sir William, ſaid his aunt, 
© I ſuppoſe not, for ſhe ſigns herſelf 
* Fanbrook ; here, take it, read it.“ 


Give it me, give it me, replied he, 
* ſnatching it haſtily from her; what a 
pretty hand ſhe writes? | 


Upon reading thoſe paſſages wherein 
ſhe made a favourable mention of him, 
and expreſſed her uneaſineſs on his ac- 
count, wiſhing to hear of his welfare, 
he cried in a kind of rapture, © O, thou 
* ſweet angel, am I then ſtill, ſtill re- 
membered by my dear Sophia? I will 
endeavour to get well, madam ; per- 
haps I may yet live to be of ſervice to 
this lovely creature, What a charm- 
ing girl ſhe is? See, in this long 
letter ſhe has not ſaid a ſingle word 


— « * * * * 


Concern— 
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concerning Beecher. What delicacy |! 
She knew that I ſhould read it; and 
ſhe knew what I ſhould neceſſarily 
feel. I may love her, madam ? May— 
I muſt. As long as I don't attempt to 
ſee her, nor to write to her, I muſt 
adore her, But will you not anſwer 
this letter ? Do, my dear aunt, direct- 
ly; defire her to write often. Her 
ſtyle is as pleaſing, as elegant, as her 
perſon. It is ſomething particular, my 
dear Mrs. Romney, that I ſhould never 
receive a letter, not even a note, from 
that dear hand, till all my fond hopes 
were at an end. But come, write, I 
muſt ſee what you ſay to her. 


Mrs Romney wanted no inducement 


to anſwer Sophia's letter, with which 
ſhe was very much pleaſed; but tho' 
her anſwer was full of the kindeſt and moſt 
affectionate expreſſions, Sir William was 


diſſatisfied; he found fault with 1t; it 


was not, he ſaid, half ſo kind, halt ſo 
affectionate as it ſhould have been, 


* 


By this letter, continued he, Sophia 
will think you are changed; beſides, 
© you 
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you have not been ſufficiently parti— 
cular about me. She itill wiſhes to 
hear about me, and I dare believe, 
from the knowledge I have of the 
goodneſs of her heart, that ſhe would 
be glad to hear of my happinels.' 


Well then, ſaid Mrs. Romney, try 


to make yourſelf happy.” 


* That 1s impoſſible, my dear aunt, 
replied he, without her: now ſhe is 
gone, I never can be happy. But J 
will go down, her dear picture is in 
the parlour, I will feaſt my eyes on 
that, while I read her letter again, and 
then I ſhall fancy that I ſee her, that 
hear her. 


He was at the bottom of the ſtairs in 


a moment, before Mrs. Romney could 
make a reply, having taken with him the 
letter, while ſhe was in the middle of 
her anſwer to it. In vain did ſhe tell 
him that ſhe could not do without it. 
He deſired her to follow him with the 


Paper, 


The 
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The firſt thing which ſtruck his eye 
when he entered the parlour, was a lit- 
tle view of a favourite walk in the park 
at Mount Acres, which ſhe had taken 
with her pencil, and which had been 
framed by his order, and hung up there, 
This very forcibly ſtruck him. There, 
* cried he, is another convincing proof 
of the excellence of her genius. How 
came l to forget it? How came I to 
© let it be ſo long below? I will have 
it in my own room, madam.” 


Mrs, Romney, who oppoſed him in 
nothing, agreed at once to his deſires, 
and once more ſat down to write. 


After having gazed for ſome time upon 
the picture of Sophia, as if his whole 
ſoul was centered in it, Sir William 
turned on a ſudden towards Mrs. Kom- 


| Hey, and faid, © I have a new thought; 


it is juſt come into my head, and 1 
will immediately put my ſcheme into 
execution. Let John go directly and 
© fetch Meyers, I will have a miniature 
painted from this portrait; I ſhall then 

have 
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have the image of my dear Sophia 
with me wherever I go.” | 


< Nay, now, my dear Sir William,” 


replied Mrs. Romney, who did not ap- 
prove of this ſcheme, as ſhe thought 
that the miniature of Sophia would only 
ſerve to make him dwell on ideas which 
he ſhould rather endeavour to drive 
from his mind: Now I think you are 
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a little out of the way; the picture of 
the woman whom you ought to for- 
get, always before your eyes, will but 


diſturb your repoſe, and increaſe your 
unealineſs,* 


Oh, madam, ſaid he, talk not of 
repoſe; I wiſh not for repoſe; that is 
only reſerved for hearts at eaſe; 
mine 1s ever on the rack.” 


Lou will be more at eaſe, my dear 
Sir William, replied ſhe, when you 
have got the better of your paſſion for 


Sophia, which you indeed ought not 
now to encourage.“ 


Get 
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Get the better of it! cried he warm- 
ly; do you imagine I have ever form- 
ed a deſire not to love her? If you 
do, you are very much miſtaken. As 
to encouraging my paſſion, I ſee no- 
thing criminal in the indulgence of 
the dear delight; the only joy that is 
now left for me. I ſee no harm in 
looking at her picture, and in talking 
of her. Make no objections, madam, 
continued he (perceiving Mrs. Rom- 
ney's eyes fixed upon him) I muſt 
have the picture. Her dear image is 
graven on my heart too deeply to be 
removed. You muſt therefore grati- 
ty my wiſhes.” 


In conſequence of this reſolute ſpeech, 


John was immediately diſpatched to 


town for the painter, who came the next 
day. Sir William gave his directions 
in ſo wild a manner to him, that if he 
had not been previouſly acquainted with 
his ſituation, he would have certainly 
ſuſpected the ſoundneſs of his intel- 
lects. 
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